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Ml  ,  Dick  Brownlee 
Missouri  Historical  Society 
Columbia,  Missouri 

Dear  □ick: 

For  some  time  1  have  been  making  the  claim  I  have  visited  more  places  having  to  do  with  Abra- 
ham Lincoln  and  people  closely  associated  v^ith  him  than  any  other  person.  After  a  recent 
around-the-world  trip  from  which  we  have  just  returned,  I  believe  I  am  in  shape  to  pretty  well 
back  up  that  statement.   We  visited  Norfolk  and  photographed  every  place  which  had  any  known 
connection  with  the  Lincolns  from  which  sprang  Lincoln's  English  progenitor. 

Upon  my  return  home  I  found  a  release  from  the  Lincoln  National  Foundation  of  Fort  Wayne  list- 
ing every  known  town  Abraham  Lincoln  visited  in  his  lifetime.    Possibly  you  remember  the  after- 
noon you  thoroughly  deflated  me  by  assuring  me  Abraham  Lincoln  never  visited  Columbia.    I  had 
heard  that  story  during  my  under-graduate  days  at  the  University  of  Missouri  and  I  had  repeated 
it  times  without  number.    1  seem  to  recall  you  thought  he  did  reach  Rocheport  on  his  trek  into 
Missouri  ,    Rocheport  is  not  shown  on  the  list  of  Missouri  points  visited  by  Abraham  Lincoln  ac- 
cording to  the  list  I  have. 

I  wonder  If  you  would  take  the  time  to  brief  me  on  just  what  you  have  on  Lincoln's  visit  to  Mis- 
souri.  And  any  points  you  might  have  knowledge  of  his  having  visited. 

Please  give  my  best  to  your  folks  and  any  other  of  my  Columbia  friends  you  might  encounter. 
Boy!    Did  I  suffer  through  that  Orange  Bowl  game  o 

Most  sincerely. 


Heiiiy  B.  Bass 
HbB:ei 


Abraham  Lincoln  statue 
by  James  Earle  Eraser 
in  Cowboy  Hall  of  Fame 
and  Western  Heritage  Center 
Oklahoma  City 


HENRY  B.  BASS 

(Collector  of  Lincoln  Poetry) 


1901  COMANCHE  TRAIL 
ENID,  OKLAHOMA 


January  6,  1971 


"Thy  task  is  done;  the  bonds  are  free; 
We  bear  thee  to  an  honored  grave, 
Whose  proudest  monument  shall  be 
The  broken  fetters  of  the  slave." 


William  Cullen  Bryant 


"Tis  the  wink  of  an  eye, 

'tis  the  draught  of  a  breath. 
From  the  blossom  of  health 

to  the  paleness  of  death. 
From  the  gilded  saloon 

to  the  bier  and  the  shroud 
0,  why  should  the  spirit 

of  mortal  be  proud." 


Dr.  Gerald  McMurtry 

910  West  Rudisill  Boulevard 

Fort  Wayne,  Indiana  46807 

Dear  Gerald: 


William  Knox 


"When  lilacs  last  in  the  dooryard  bloom'd, 
And  the  great  star  early 

dropp'd  in  the  western  sky  in  the  night, 
I  mourned,  and  yet  shall  mourn 

with  ever-returning  spring. 
Ever-returning  spring, 

trinity  sure  to  me  you  bring. 
Lilacs  blooming  perennial 

and  dropping,  star  in  the  west. 
And  thoughts  of  him  I  love." 

—  Walt  Whitman 


"And  when  he  fell,  in  whirlwind,  he  went  down 
As  when  a  kingly  cedar,  green  with  boughs 
Goes  down  with  a  great  shout  upon  the  hills, 
And  leaves  a  lonesome  place  against  the  sky." 


Edwin  Markham 


1  trust  you  had  a  Merry  Christmas  and  are  buoyed  for  a  happy  and  prosperous 
new  year.    Apparently,  for  Bertie  and  me,  1971  holds  a  return  visit  to  Europe. 
Our  oldest  granddaughter  and  one  of  her  sorority  big  sisters  have  considerately  ^u,,^Lr^^ 
volunteered  to  chaperone  us  on  a  European  tour.  In  the  course  of  this  tour  we       ^'a^-'l.  c 
plan  to  make  what  our  English  driver-guide  George  Samuels  and  1  call  a  poeti-  'ylj^  c^-u^J::^ol 
cal  tour  of  England.  The  main  point  on  this  tour  for  me  is  to  be  a  more  thorough  J^^^x^^ 


exploration  of  the  land  of  Abraham  Lincoln's  ancestors.   If  you  have  gathered 
any  material  about  Lincoln's  ancestors  in  England  since  last  I  corresponded 
with  you,  I  would  appreciate  learning  of  it. 

In  the  meantime,  I  have  taken  up  a  correspondence  with  an  English  lady  who 
is  a  member  of  the  Lincoln  clan  from  which  Abraham  Lincoln  sprang.   If  1 
have  not  sent  you  xerox  copies  of  the  data  1  have  of  my  contact  with  her,  I 
am  correcting  that  omission  at  this  moment. 

Sometime  back  one  of  the  Lincoln  Lore  issues  was  devoted  to  the  places 
covered  by  the  Lincoln  Day  to  Day  books.   Before  I  received  this,  I  had  start- 
ed going  through  those  books  making  a  list  of  all  the  places  Lincoln  had  visit- 
ed. Many  of  these  places  1  have  already  visited  and  1  intend  to  visit  as  many 
more  as  possible  in  the  future.   Now  I  find  1  have  mislaid  that  copy  of  Lincoln 
Lore.  Would  it  be  possible  for  you  to  send  me  one  or  two  more  copies.   If  you 
can  see  your  way  clear  to  doing  this  I  will  endeavor  to  do  something  for  you 
some  day . 

Most  sincerely. 


'His  gaunt,  gnarled  hands, 

his  unkempt,  bristling  hair. 
His  garb  uncouth,  his  bearing  ill  at  ease. 
His  lack  of  all  we  prize  as  debonair, 
Of  power  or  will  to  shine,  or  art  to  please; 

—  Tom  Taylor 


'Tom  Lincoln  lies  right  over  there 
In  that  log  cabin  bleak  and  bare  — 
They  say  they  have  a  tittle  babe 
(I  understand  they've  named  him  Abe). 
Yes,  Sally  said  just  t'other  day, 
That  nothin'  happens  down  this  way!" 


Henry  B.  Bass 
HBB:er 


—  Lulu  Thompson 


"Exult,  0  shores,  and  ring,  0  bells! 
But  I,  with  mournful  tread. 
Walk  the  deck  my  Captain  lies. 
Fallen  cold  and  dead." 

—  Walt  Whitman 


"For  thou  art  Freedom's  now,  and  Fame's; 
One  of  the  few,  the  immortal  names. 
That  were  not  born  to  die." 


— ■  Fitz-Green  Hatleck 


6A  Sandy  Lane 
Dereham 

Norfolk,  England 
8-4-70 

Dear  Mr.  Bass: 

Thank  you  for  your  letter  of  March  13th.    I  am  sorry  not  to  have  answered  before  but  the  whole  thing 
has  snowballed  so  much  that  I  have  turned  a  large  part  of  it  over  to  my  son.   He,  Martin,  has  been 
invited  to  visit  Springfield,  Illinois,  by  Mike  Johnson,  Leycand  House,  5th  Capitol,  Springfield. 
He  has,  of  course,  accepted  and  is  waiting  to  hear  details.   Unfortunately,  the  air  mail  he  sent 
following  the  first  cable  hadn't  been  delivered,  and  on  Saturday  a  second  cable  arrived,  causing 
him  to  go  through  the  same  procedure. 

I  was  extremely  interested  to  hear  of  your  visit  to  Norfolk.   Such  a  pity,  as  we  only  live  a  5  to  10 
minute  walk  from  the  Phoenix  Hotel .    I  could  have,  perhaps,  helped  you. 

It  is  only  this  year  that  my  sons  and  myself  have  come  into  the  picture;  all  over  the  years  it  has  been 
my  cousins  at  Swanton  Mofley,  mainly  because  they  have  lived  there  all  their  lives,  but  as  they  have 
had  no  children,  and  it  is  the  men  of  the  Lincoln's  the  Americans  are  interested  in  someone  at  last 
thought  of  us.   My  mother  was  the  eldest  daughter  of  John  Lincoln  -  all  long  deceased.   Martin  and  the 
press  reporters  are  very  busy  making  notes  for  him  and  fortunately  all  over  the  years  I  have  saved  news- 
paper cuttings,  etc.  and  have  got  in  touch  with  various  people,  but  there  is  such  a  lot  we  would  like 
to  find  out.       We  have  a  map  of  the  Angel  Inn  at  Swanton  Morley  1692  which  shows  Henry  Lincoln's 
"My  Ye  old  Field"  and  other  land. 

Actually,  I  was  born  in  one  of  the  Angel  I's  cottages  62  years  ago.    I  expect  you  know  how  the 
brothers  quarrelled  and  one  of  his  3  sons  were  sent  to  Hingham  with  2  acres  of  land  &  finally  emigrated 
to  America.   Miss  Lucinda  Franks,  was  such  a  charming  girl  from  United  Press,  Incorp.  who  Interviewed  ui 
Although  I  was  most  amused  to  read  that  we  spent  our  time  chatting  &  visiting  the  local  pub.  Actually, 
we  live  next  door  to  the  "Gemini",  a  3  yr.  old  pub  &  I  have  been  in  three  times  to  "wedding  do's". 
Of  course  all  cricket, footbal I ,  darts,  table  tennis,  committee  meetings  in  this  country  are  held  in  the 
local  &  as  my  four  sons  are  very  keen  sportsmen,  they  do  of  course  go  there.   Also  our  publican  neighbors! 
are  very  nice  folk  &  we  are  very  lucky  to  be  near  car  park,  etc.   I  may  have  some  poetry  Lincoln  for  you)! 
in  the  near  future.    I  have  been  promised  some. 

Yours  sincerely, 


/s/  Ethel  Battel  ley 
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Mra.  Elliei  Battelley  of  Dereham,  England, 
who  said  "We're  just  about  the  only  blood 


UPl  TELEPHOTO 

Lilicolns  around  these  parts,"  shows  a  por- 
trait of  Abraham  Lincoln  to  two  of  her  sons. 


but  he's  a  Lincoln 


By  I>UC1NDA  L.  FRANKS 

DEREHAM,  England  (UPI)  —  The 
boy  with  the  jutting  chin  and  gangly 
limbs  looked  up  from  the  fireplace. 

"I  may  be  English,"  he  said,  stoking  the 
coiils,  "but  I'm  still  a  Lincoln." 

It  has  been  300  years  and  a  score  of  genera- 
tions since  the  forefathers  of  Abraham  Lincoln 
slung  sack  over  their  shoulders  and  set  off  from 
the  cast  English  coast  for  Her  Majesty's  fledg- 
ling colony  across  the  sea. 

But  there  is  a  clan  here  in  the  foggy  village 
of  Dcroham  that  has  not  forgotten. 

"We're  just  'bout  the  only  blood  Lincolns  left 
'round  these  parts  and  we're  proud  of  it,"  said 
IVlrs.  Ethel  Battelley,  a  plump  woman  in  a 
hand-sewn  apron. 

Mrs.  Battelley's  mother  was  a  Lincoln,  a  di- 
rect descendant  of  Samuel  Lincoln,  the  impov- 
erished weaver  who  emigrated  to  America  in 
1637  -to  become  the  great-great-great-great- 
groat  grandfather  of  President  Lincoln. 

It  is  not  only  Mrs.  Battelley's  name  that 
speaks  up  for  her  Lincoln  heritage.  She  has 
three  tall,  lanky  sons,  each  carrying  the  unmis- 
takably Lincolnesque  features— jutting  chin, 
square  jaw,  sharp,  chiseled  facial  structure. 


The  Battelleys  are  a  working  class  family 
who  live  in  a  small  brick  house  and  like  to 
spend  their  time  down  at  the  pub  or  at  home 
chatting  around  a  coal  fire.  Mrs.  Battelley's 
husband  is  a  truck  driver.  Her  son,  Martin,  31, 
the  one  she  thinks  looks  most  like  Lincoln,  is  a 
postman.  Christopher,  28,  whose  birthday  falls 
two  days  after  Lincoln's,  is  a  civil  servant  and 
plays  cricket  on  a  county  team. 

Mrs.  Battelley's  sons  may  not  have  much 
thought  for  politics  but  according  to  townsfolk 
who  call  them  "the  battling  Battelleys,"  they 
play  soccer  every  weekend  "with  the  guts  of  a 
thoroughbred  Lincoln." 

"All  I  can  say  is  they're  a  pack  of  rebels," 
said  Mrs.  Batteley.  "You  should  see  them  on 
the  soccer  field.  And  Martin's  always  speaking 
out  and  getting  people's  backs  up." 

Martin  looks  much  like  a  skinnier  version  of 
Lincoln,  beardless,  strong-voiced  and  articu- 
late. 

"I  ddn't  know  that  many  details  about  Abe," 
he  said. 

"But  I  like  the  way  he  spoke  his  mind.  He 
wasn't  afraid  to  call  a  spade  a  spade  and  I  like 
to  think  I'm  a  bit  that  way." 


Mrs.  Battelley  threw  a  new  bag  of  coal  on 
the  fire  and  brewed  some  tea.  "You  won't  see 
any  log  cabins  'round  here  but  we've  always 
been  proud  of  one  thing— and  you  might  as  well 
call  it  the  Lincoln  in  us— we  have  no  patience 
for  anything  crooked,  anything  deceitful."  . 

Mrs.  Battelley  remembers  when  she  became 
really  aware  of  her  Lincoln  connections.  "Of-, 
course,  I'd  known  about  it  for  many  years,  but  • 
it  really  came  to  the  fore  when  the  Americans 
came  over  during  the  war,"  she  said. 

"A  huge  black  car  drove  up  and  some  top- j: 
ranking  American  got  out  all  in  medals  and 
brass  buttons.  They  called  my  cousin  in  from 
the  garden  and  introduced  her  as  a  direct  des- > 
cendant  of  Abe  Lincoln.  She  had  on  an  old  ' 
Mackintosh  and  big  Wellington  boots  and  a  hid- 
eous  old  hat.  We  always  laugh  when  we  think  of^^ 
her  shaking  hands  with  him  because  she'd  heew^ 
cleaning  out  the  chicken  house." 

The  Lincoln  stock  came  from  Dereham  and. 
the  nearby  market  towns  of  Hmgham,  Norwich 
and  Swanton  Morley.  The  Battelleys  and  their 
cousins  are  the  only  remaining  blood  relations 
of  Lincoln  in  Britain  but  many  scraps  of  history , 
on  the  original  Lincolns  still  exist  in  church  reg- 
isters and  library  archives. 
I     The  registers  reveal  that  most  of  the  early 
I  Lincolns    were    minor  gentry— hard-working  I 
t  farmers  of  the  middle  yeoman  class  and  parish 
priests. 
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British  *  Abe'  Plans 
Lincoln  Land  Visit 


BY  GWEN  MORGAN 


[Chicago  Tribune  Press  Service]  . 

EAST  DEREHAM,  England, 
April  11— Martin  Battelley,  32, 
a  postman  in  this  small  Norfolk 
town  who  reserables^'Jiis  kins- 
man Abraham  Lincoln,  was 
doing  his  homework  today  for  a 
trip  to  Springfield,  111. 

Battelley,  who  is  tall,  thin, 
and  angular,  and  has  deep  blue 
eyes,  has  cabled  his  plans  to 
accept  an  invitation  to  visit  in 
Springfield  "anytime  Rafter 
May."  He  has  been  invited  to 
visit  there  because  of  his 
"Lincoln  look." 

"All  he  needs  is  a  chin-strap 
beard,"  commented  a  friend.  A 
London  newspaper  reporting 
the  invitation  promptly  drew 
the  beard  on  Battelley's  photo. 
Collects  Local  Lore 

feut  Battelley,  only  one  of 
four  brothers  who  has  the  long 
lean  Lincoln  look,  is  convinced 
looks  aren't  enough  for  this 
IHinoiJs  pilgrimage  to  which  he 
is  looking  forward  so  much.  He 
is  busy  accumulating  a  file  of 


local  Lincoln  lore  to  take  with 
him. 

His  source  material  all  lies 
within  a  few  miles  from  home. 
Only  five  miles  away  is 
Swanton  Moreley,  where  early 
Lincolns  are  buried.  Only  nine 
miles  away  is  Hingham,  where 
Abraham  Lincoln's  forebears 
moved  in  the  17th  century  from 
Swanton  Morley,  prior  to  their ; 
sailing  to  America, 

Wife  May  Come 

feattelley  already  has  ob- 
tained leave  from  the  local  post 
office  for  the  Springfield  trip. 
He  is  hoping  his  wife,  Sybil  can 
come  too  and  is  looking  for 
ways  of  raising  cash  for  the 
extra  personal  expenses  her 
trip  would  involve. 

Should  his  wife  be  invited, 
Battelley  already  has  standby 
arrangements  for  Jane,  their  8 
months  old  daughter.  Jane  is  to 
stay  with  her  grandmother 
Battelley,  whose  mother  was 
Alice  Lincoln  of  Hingham. 
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6069  2nd  Ave. No. 

St.  Petersburg  FL  33710 

May  1.6,  1970 


Dr.  Henry  B.  Bass 
31^  Bass  Buildine 
Enid  Okla.  73701 

My  Dear  Doctor 

Your  article  in  Lincoln  Herald  was  doubly  interesting 
because  our  John  Tower  and  Samuel  Lincoln  came  from 
Old  Hingham  in  l637,  according  to  the  Hingham  diary  of 
Daniel  Gushing. 

Your  mention  of  the  stones  reminded  me  to  make  a  copy 
of  an  ancient  page  in  my  notebook. 

As  you  probably  know,  the  Bell  Tower  is  adjacent  to 
the  Old  Ship  Church  in  Hingham.  It  was  built  to  house 
the  bones  of  the  "first  ancestors"  whose  cemetery  had 
become  a  hog  pasture  in  the  years  of  neglect. 

Judging  by  your  inabjfility  to  find  more    on  the  Lincolns, 
I  think  it  safe  to  say  that  it  would  be  impossible  to 
trace  the  Tower  line  beyond  the  date  we  have  of  l601. 

Most  appreciativelfer  yours 
Earl  J,  Tower 


6069  2nd  Ave. No. 

St.  Petersburg  FL  33710 

June  2,  1970 


Henry  B.  Bass 

1901  Cornanche  Trail 

Enid  Oklahoma 

Dear  Mr.  Bass; 

Yes,  I  can  easily  throw  just  a  glimmer  of  light  on 
the  coming  of  the  Hingham  boys  through  the  attached 
copy  of  a  letter  from  the  late  Mrs.  Metcalf.  That 
"Planters"  book  is  not  familiar  but  I  shall  try  to 
borrow  it  from  New  England  Historic  Genealogical  Soc- 
iety as  I  am  allowed  to  get  three  books  a  month. 
If  there    is  anything  else  on  the  Lincolns  I'll  let 
you  know.  I  assume  you  know  about  the  Nickers ons. 

The  pages  from  the  Tower  Genealogy  cover  all  that  is 
known  about  our  backgromd.  Charlemagne  Tower,  the  Iron 
lister,  spent  $50,000  on  the  book  in  1890,  including 
a  trip  to  Kingh?(am  by  his  professional  writer.  I  have 
never  heard  of  another  new  word  since. 

You  will  note  the  quetation  from  Daniel  Cutog's  diary. 
I  assume  this  is  not  in  book  form  but  available  in  some 
Boston  library.  My  guess  is  that  it  formed  the  back 
ground  of  Bicknell*s  Histories  of  Hingham  but  that  book 
must  have  been  done  long  ago  as  NEHGS  does  not  own  a 
copy, 

I  turned  a  small  tri-centennial  history  over  to  Mrs/ 
Nancy  Lincoln  Golden,  91  Brooksite  Drive,  Smithtown.N. Y. , 
11787,  along  with  your  article  and  an  ancient  one  from  the 
same  magazine  on  the  Lincoln  parentage. 

If  Abraham  came  through  the  Hobart  line,  as  I  did,  be 
sure  to  look  up  Blickling  Hall  when  you  go  to  Hingham. 
However,  keep  your  tongue  in  your  cheek  because  it  is 
obvious  that  our  Hobarts  were  not  connected,  I  have  some 
pages  on  that. 

Even  though  I  doubt  that  there  would  be  much  new  in  the 
Hingham  records,  of  course,  1  should  be  more  that  delighted 
to  have  you  ask. 

As  I  belong  to  the  National  Revolutionary  Graves  Committee 
of  the  SAR,  I  recently  turned  in  a  report  on  Gen,  Benjamin,!. 

Most  appreciatively  yours 

Earl  J,  Tower 


6069  2nd  Ave. No. 

St. Petersburg  FL  33710 

June  22,  1970 


Henry  B.  Bass 

1901  Comanche  Trail 

Enid,  Oklahoma 

Dear  Mr.  Bass 

That  was  a  good  question  you  raised  about  publication  of 
Daniel  Gushing 's  Hingham  Record  showing  the  arrival  of 
Samuel  Lincoln  and  John  Tower. 

I  was  able  to  borrow  Banks  "Planters  of  the  Common- 
wealth". He  refers  to  the  Gushing  MSS,  which  suggests 
that  it  was  not  published.  But  grouped  with  John  is  a 
list  of  four  families  taken  from  Daniel  Gushing* s  Record j 
(Drakes  "Founders.")  This  suggests  a  reference  rather 
than  complete  publication, 

John  Tower  came  on  "Mary  Anne"  of  Yarmouth,  William  Goo;^se. 
Master.  She  sailed  from  Ipswich  in  May  and  arrived  xn 
Boston,  J-un©  20,  l637. 

Next  comes  "Rose"  of  Yarmouth,  William  Andrews, Jr. ,  Master, 
sailing  from  Ipswich  and  arriving  in  Boston  June  8,  but 
with  the  notation:  IT  IS  NOT  POSSIBLE  TO  ALLOCATE  THE 
PASSENGERS  OF  THESE  TWO  SHIPS  TO  EITHER  SHIP  AND  THEY 
ARE  COMBINED. 

Samuel  came  with  the  family  of  Francis  Lawes  of  Carleton 
Rode,  Norfolk,  as  a  servant,  aged^'.  Lawes  was  destined 
for  Salem.  It  might  be  interesting  to  look  up  Carleton 
Rode  if  you  get  to  Norfolk  on  your  next  trip.  The  above 
reference  comes  f rom  Winthrop '  s  "Joarnal"  and  a  Public  _ 
Record  Office  MSS.  A  William  Ludkin,  locksmith  of  Norwich, 
was  also  headed  for  Hingham. 

Cordially  yours 

Earl  J.  Tower 


Mrs.  Reginald  H.  Metcalf 
424  park  avenue 
huntington.  l.  i.,  n.  y.  11743 


3)/l5/l?67 

Dear  ly-^.rl  s 


iccorui-Tr  to  V.  Iu5  of  "'!re  Flvntcrr  if 
the  nor-ionvieoltb,     l'^20-l(5Ao"  by  Churler  j-dv;oro  ii -nlcn, 
^?ubl.   in  Bvltinore,  lie.   in  196l, 


Cnil  TOWER 

c'jme  over  on  tl:c  M/iRI  .AillE,  out  of  Yaraoiith,  Ln -land. 
hr;r  I-!'-rt'.-r  '-/a f.  n mod  V/illiaia  Oooec.     Lhc  ffailed  from 
I]Of:-ich  in  Ihy  and  orrivr-d  at  Eoiton  on  June  20,  l6p7. 

John  '"ov.'or  indicated  ^thnt  he  v/a  r  "oin  ■  to 
hinr-hcir.!.  Ha? r,        I  can  f;ivc  y^u    the  mmer  of    11  his 
rcllov.'-prjrr.^n^^cr  •  if  you  ever  want  bhcni,  for  v;e  own  a 
cony  of  tlic  hook.  ^ 

The  rhiri  "Join  'md  Dorothy",  on  ';hich  -he 
Dot  calf  ■:'or;:ily  cai.ie  over,   -ja  c  ro-rH-rfj  +h,-t  ■•"y;  voi.ir 


:-~:'ell  inr-;  of  Dcri'hc  i:^'  ~^or-t  ini 
.-ft^r  ^.j:-uel  Idncoln  (--rd  Ih, 


•V  .  nt  of  Iv'-. 


■-    T  ■■ 


;'r-^:ncir  Ju-jc-)  obt:.:  ^ncc  ^'i;;  "frreoo^^"  he  riarric  one 
of  'he  ''ich  r.oii  ';:i-lc:,  who  ^-Ico  c-^iac  over  en  i  e  Jo^~n 
■  .'.■d  Lo-.-ot'(iy. 

I  !"h"ll   he  h-je--y  bo  ^elve  ^'ow^^.  clA  ]  iv:  '    -o  N-incy 
i-incoln  hol^'^n  \h:n  I  ece  rier  at  biie  D;.  R  Innohr-  n  thie 
'^■'^r:C-y,     I  -no::   :;he  will  ap>n-oci:  e  it  very  vi  ch. 


:Lnc'"'re  iv 


'I 


-  Irstinf.  meinorinl  of  Old  John  '^^^''l'^ 
Ptimlv  nerocir.tep        thip,   boll  tower  ^uilt  .n  Hinrhn., 
in  1911.  .  ' 

Onn  of  thn  etoneP  is.  tlv.  only  etone  th«t  Old  Hinrhni-n 
in  En^l'na  evei  S'a.  V/ith  the  exception  of  th..^nc.ent 
Itovlr^^  eton.  •vhieh  h..l   l.in  in  the  vi  l«pe  _o^ 
r'p-t-arieE     the  r.nrent  tovm  h-a  not  ono  t-.one  tn.e  n.e 
o^i  hrlclJ  to  .end   to  its  N.w  ^/o^ia  d.^i^^htor. 


Abraham  Lincoln  statue 
by  James  Earle  Eraser 
in  Cowboy  Hall  of  Fame 
and  Western  Heritage  Center 
Oklahoma  City 


HENRY  B.  BASS 

(Collector  of  Lincoln  Poetry) 


1901  COMANCHE  TRAIL 
ENID,  OKLAHOMA 


August  23,  1971 


Dr.  R.  Gerald  McMurtry 

910  West  Rudisill  Boulevard 

Fort  Wayne,  Indiana  M-6807 

Dear  Gerald: 

Bertie  and  I  returned  home  exactly  one  hour  before 
President  Nixon  made  his  fiscal  policy  announcements. 
I  feel  we  were  fortunate  to  get  out  of  Europe  before 
that  occured. 

We  really  had  a  wonderful  time.    Not  the  least  en- 
joyable of  it  was  our  visit  to  the  Lincoln  family 
ancestral  homeland  in  Northeast  England  and  the 
Hanks  family  ancestral  homeland  in  Southwest  Eng- 
land.    I  am  enclosing  pages  from  my  travel  diary 
covering  our  visit  to  those  two  areas. 

Most  sincerely. 


Henry  B.  Bass 


HBB/j( 


"Thy  task  is  done ;  the  bonds  are  free ; 
We  bear  thee  to  an  honored  grave, 
Whose  proudest  monument  shall  be 
The  broken  fetters  of  the  slave." 


i 


—  William  Cullen  Bryant 


'Tis  the  wink  of  an  eye, 

'tis  the  draught  of  a  breatfC 
From  the  blossom  of  health 
to  the  paleness  of  death, 
From  the  gilded  saloon 

to  the  bier  and  the  shroud 
0,  w/hy  should  the  spirit 
of  mortal  be  proud." 

—  William  Knox 
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en  lilacs  last  in  the  dooryard 

And  the  great  star  early 

dropp'd  in  the  vi'estern  sky  in  the  night, 
I  mourned,  and  yet  shall  mourn 

with  ever-returning  spring. 
Ever-returning  spring, 

trinity  sure  to  me  you  bring. 
Lilacs  blooming  perennial 

and  dropping,  star  in  the  west, 
And  thoughts  of  him  1  love." 

—  Walt  Whitman 


"And  when  he  fell,  in  whirlwind,  he  went  down 
As  when  a  kingly  cedar,  green  with  boughs 
Goes  down  with  a  great  shout  upon  the  hills. 
And  leaves  a  lonesome  place  against  the  sky." 

—  Edwin  Markham 


■S.aUAT  fuAMj^  JImPu  OOtShjtu^; 


'His  gaunt,  gnarled  hands, 

his  unkempt,  bristling  hair. 
His  garb  uncouth,  his  bearing  ill  at  ease. 
His  lack  of  all  we  prize  as  debonair. 
Of  power  or  will  to  shine,  or  art  to  please; 

—  Tom  Taylor 


Tom  Lincoln  lies  right  over  there 
In  that  log  cabin  bleak  and  bare  — 
They  say  they  have  a  little  babe 
(I  understand  they've  named  him  Abe), 
Yes,  Sally  said  just  t'other  day, 
That  nothin'  happens  down  this  way!" 


- —  Lulu  Thompson 


"Exult,  0  shores,  and  ring,  0  bells! 
But  I,  with  mournful  tread, 
Walk  the  deck  my  Captain  lies, 
Fallen  cold  and  dead." 

—  Walt  Whitman 


"For  thou  art  Freedom's  now,  and  Fame's; 
One  of  the  few,  the  immortal  names. 
That  were  not  born  to  die." 


—  Fitz-Green  Halleck 


Saturday 

July  10,  l'J71:       We  aroused  tlie  princesses  and  left  the  Swan  singing  its  praises  as  the 
most  interesting  hostelry  any  of  us  had  ever  seen.     Even  after  we  discovered  its  staff 
could  furnish  no  stamps  either.     But  that  did  not  bother  us.     Sam  and  I  had  taken  care 
of  the  situation.     We  had  stopped  at  a  post  office  and  laid  in  a  supply.     We  were  impress 
no  little  with  the  number  of  English  folk  about  who  had  come  to  spend  a  long  weekend  in 
the  qolorful  hotel  and  its  extraordinarily  beautiful  and  spacious  gardens.     The  roses 
are  really  something. 

We  proceeded  once  again  to  the  land  of  Abraham  ],inco]n's  paternal   ancestors.  First 
we  came  to  Hingham,  a  village  which  reminds  me  of  Bertie's  hometown  in  Missouri.  In 
the  1950  census  Brunswich  had  two  fewer  people  than  in  1850  and  it  has  lost  a  bit  of 
ground  since  then.     Hingham  has  been  around  since  at  least  the  year  9  25  A.D.     In  3  801 
the  population  was  1,203.   = But  18M-5  it  had  risen  to  1,691  but  the  latest  count  drops 
it  back  to  1,3m-. 

St.  Andrew's  Church  dominates  the  town  and  countryside.     Today  Britishers  were 
complaining  of  the  intense  heat  wave  which  was  continuing.     Why  it  was  predicted  the 
temperature  would  again  reach  80''-F.  in  the  eouth  of  England.     As  we  reached  the  Cliurch 
Sam  pointed  out  the  pub  into  which  Bertie  fled  so  soon  as  the  car  stopped  to,  in  bis 
vernacular,  "Have  a  warmo" 

The  Church  presented  an  entirely  different  appearance  than  two  years  ago. 
Scaffolding  was  gone  and  everything  was  in  order.     We  took  pictures  of  the  bust  of 
Abraham  Lincoln  and  the  plaque  dedicated  by  American  Ambassador  John  W.  Davis  in  1919. 
Then  we  discovered  a  table  on  which  were  postcards,  letter  sheets  and  copies  of  a  neat 
little  booklet  ':ontaining  the  story  of  St.  Andrew's. 
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To  llingham  came  Edward  Lincoln  after  his  father  Richard  of  Swantsoii  Mor]oy  liad 
disinherited  him  in  behalf  of  his  four  children  born  to  his  fourth  wife.     Iforc  Edward's 
son  Samuel  was  baptized  on  August  24-,  1622.     In  1637  Samuel  came  to  America  to  settle 
at  Hingham,  Massachusetts.     And  from  Samuel's  line  of  descendants  sprang  the  limmorta] 
Abraham  Lincoln. 

Wliile  Sam  was  estimating  how  much  I  owed  for  the  purchases   (after  IM-  countries 
I  have  given  up  on  the  currencies)  a  most  gracious  lady  entered  the  church  witli  a  tiny 
granddaughter.     She  was  Mrs.  Joy  Hare  and  she  explained  the  booklet  was  written  by 
Miss  Mary  E.  Lonsdale  who  lived  but  a  short  distance  away  in  a  house  once  belonging 
to  Admiral  Sir  James  Lancaster  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  Navy.     He  played  a  considerable 
part  in  helping  Sir  Francis  Drake  finish  off  the  Spanish  Armada  in  1588.    Would  we  like 
to  meet  her. 

Indeed  we  would  like  to  meet  the  lady.     While  Mrs.  Hare  was  telling  Sam  how  to 
get  to  her  house  the  lady  in  question  drove  up.     Mary  Lonsdale  told  us  of  ''The  Friends 
of  St.  Andrew's  Church"  an  organization  desperately  endeavoring  to  preserve  the  wonderfi 
old  church.     Annual  dues  are  1  pound  and  30  pence. 

I  can  hardly  think  of  a  more  meritorious  project  for  one  of  my  interests  than  to 
preserve  the  church  in  which  Abraham  Lincoln's  English  ancestors  was  baptized.  Tlie 
ladies  were  thrilled,     I  would  b^  the  first  member  from  over  the  seas. 

In  the  meantime  Sam  rescued  Rector  William  Stone  from  arduous  work  in  his  garden 
by  bringing  him  over  for  a  brief  reunion.     He  and  I  had  an  interesting  visit  two  years 
ago  centering  around  a  mutual  interest  in  Rotary.     We  took  up  where  we  left  off.  He 
just  completed  a  year  as  President  of  the  Watton  Club  wherever  that  is. 

No  membership  blanks  were  available  so  Mary  Lonsdale  insisted  that  Susan  and  Rhond 
get  in  her  car  while  the  rest  of  us  followed  to  her  home.     I  was  totally  unprepared  for 
the  house  standing  in  this  remote  village  far  off  the  beaten  pathway--so  far  it  takes 
.  a  sleuth  to  find  it.     It  is  something  else  again. 

Mary  lives  along  since  her  mother  passed  away.     She  insisted  upon  calling  in  her 
next  door  neighbor.  Miss  Elsie  Griffin  who  serves  as  President  of  the  Friends  of  St. 


G 


Andrew^s  Cliurch.     While  Mary  was  pouring  a  bit  of  sherry  I  discreetly  asked  about  Mary 
and  tliis  beautiful  setup.     EDsie  told  me  no  worry  about  finances  as  Mary  comes   l  iMim 
a  very  wealthy  family. 

Elsie  informed  us  a  distant  relative  hailing  from  Tulsa,  Oklahoma  was  coming  for 
a  visit  next  week.     He  is  Paul  Vasse  over  here  attending  the  American  Bar  Association 
meeting.     She  has  never  seen  him.     I  told  her  everyone  from  Tulsa  is  wealtliy  and  to 
be  certain  to  nail  him  for  1  pound  30  pence  for  the  Friends  of  St.  Andrew's, 
I  signed  the  membership  card,  paid  over  1  pound  3U  pence   (borrowed  from  conservative 
Susan)  and  we  reluctantly  took  our  departure.     Everyone  interested  in  the  ],nnco]n. 
story  should  become  a  member  of  the  Friends  of  St.  Andrew's  Church,  especially  tlic 
numerous  Lincoln  associations  scattered  around  the  U.S„ 

Hingham,  England  and  Hingham,  United  States  have  maintained  a  loose  and  at  times 
a  close  liasion  through  the  centuries.     Two  years  ago  I  took  a  picture  of  a  stone 
imbedded  in  a  wall  sent  to  England  many  years  ago  hy  people  of  Hingham,  Massachusetts, 
I  was  distressed  this  day  to  note  the  wooden  plaque  telling  of  its  significance  lias 
disappeared.     That  should  be  rectified  at  once  or  all  knowledge  of  the  stone  wi.'Ll 
soon  disappear o 

Mary  and  Elsie  told  us  the  whereabouts  of  the  site  of  Edward  lancoln's  ]iomo .  Tlie 
house  has  been  torn  down  within  the  memory  of  people  still  living  in  Hingham,  We 
proceeded  to  the  site  for  a  pic^ture  of  what  is  now  an  attractive  rose  garden.     Tlicn  we 
continued     our  Lincoln  trek  by  driving  the  eight  miles  to  Dereham. 

There  we  registered  into  the  Phoenix  Hotel  after  which  we  enjoyed  anotlier  tasty 
lunch.     We  learned  this  hotel  is  well  known  for  the  excellence  of  its  food  and  lias 
prize  winning  certificates  to  attest  to  it^ 

Sometime  over  a  year  ago  Madge  Everitt  sent  pie  an  item  from  the  Rocky  Mountain 
News  of  Denver  describing  an  English  family  of  Dereham  who  are  descended  from  the 
same  branch    of  the  Lincoln  family  from  which  sprang  our  Civil  War  President.  Mrs. 
Ethel  Batteley's     mother's  maiden  name  was  Lincoln.     I  sent  Mrs.  Battel ey  the  account 
of  our  visit  two  years  ago  and  an  interesting  correspondence  ensued.     After  plans  for 
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this  journey  were  finalized    1  v^^^i^  and  asked  her  to  have  dinner  wi  Lii  us  on  tlus 
day  along  with  any  members  of  her  family  she  saw  fit  to  bring  along. 

The  cute  waitress  who  served  our  lunch  is  a  neighbor  of  the  Battel ey's.     Slie  told 
us  how  to  find  their  home  so  while  the  ladies  took  on  their  daily  ration  of  fresh 
strawberries  with  "pour  on"  cream  Sani  and  I  checked  on  them. 

Ethel  Battelley  and  her  husband  were  in  the  frontyard  chattering  witli  Liic 
neighbors „     We  made  firm  our  dinner  appointment,   took  a  picture  of  them  and  prepared  to 
depart.     At  that  moment  Martin  Battel ey  and  Ills  bit  glamorous  wife  with  tlieir  Lwo  year 
old  daughter  drove  up.     So  we  obtained  another  picture  of  the  entire  group. 

Of  the  four  Batteley  sons  Martin  more  nearly  resembles  their  famed  American  relative 
As  a  result  of  some  publicity  on  this  Mike  Wallace,  owner  of  the  Leland  Hotel  in 
Springfield,  Illinois  invited  Martin  and  Sybil  to  visit  Chicago  and  Springfield.  He 
had  in  mind  establishing  an  old-fashioned  English  pub  in  the  Leland.     He  tliouglit  it 
would  be  an  attractive  adjunct  to  have  an  English  relative  of  Mr.  Lincoln's  handling  it 
The  Battel'iily's  must  have  had  a  tremendous  time  in  Illinois  judging  from  newspaper 
accounts  I  heard  on  this  day.     They  were  really  given  Va.P.  treatment  all  along  tbe 
line  including  a  welcome  by  our  friend  Ralph  Newman, 

On  our  return  to  the  Phoenix  we  discovered  the  ladies  were  finished  with  tlio 
strawberries  and  ready  for  whatever  the  afternoon  might  bring  forth.     This  consisted 
of  a  drive  to  the  coast  city  -of  Great  Yarmouth  via  the  bustling  city  of  Norwich.  We 
felt  it  essential  to  see  Norwich  because  here  Samuel  Lincoln  was  apprentice  to  francis 
Lewes,  a  weaver. 

This  group  seems  to  have  been  caught  up  in  the  Puritan  upheaval  revolving  ai>ound 
Oliver  Cromwell's  argument  with  Charles  I.     They  decided  to  seek  a  land  of  greater 
rel  igious  tolerance.     On  April   8,  lG-;7,  Samuel  'Lincoln  sOal  cd  from  Croat  Yai-moulh  wi  th 
the  Lewes  family  never  to  return  to  England. 

After  Norwich  came  Great  Yarmouth.     On  the  way  we  were  again  impressed  with  tlie 
great  number  the  type  of  windmill   generally  associated  with  Holland.     No  suc-h  numbers 
are  visible  there.     Sam  and  I  agreed  if  more  windmills  were  put  in  use  pollution  might 
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be  slowed  a  tiny  fraction. 

The  people  of  Great  Yarmouth  have  done  a  great  job  in  restoring  their  St.  Nicholas 
Church  which  was  pretty  well  firehombed  in  W.W.II,     It  is  the  largest  Parish  Cliurcli 
in  all  England.     No  one  appears  to  know  when  it  had  its  origin.     It  is  slrroudcd  in  the 
dirl^ast  but  contains  evidence  of  having  been  around  since  the  days  of  tlie  Romans. 

My  particular  interest  was  to  discover  any  Lincoln  graves.     The  girls  began  reading 
the  inscriptions  on  dim  lieads tones  while  Sam  wandered  off  in  search  of  the  l^cctor. 
Bertie  inspected  antique  shops  at  the  entrance  wliile  I  checlscd  tlie  linter.ior.  Nothing 
there  about  Lincoln.     Sam  returned  witli  the  report  from  tlie  Kcctor  tliere  .is  no  (>viclcnce 
any  Lincoln  ever  attended  this  church  or  were  interred  amoung  the  hundreds  of  headstones. 

We  called  the  search  off  and  returned  to  Dereham  over  roads  impeded  ]jy  ]iol;iday 
observing  Englislunen  proceeding  hither  and  yon.     We  got  back  in  time  to  greet  tlie 
Batteley  family.     Martin  and  his  wife  were  with  them.     The  other  three  sons  v\7ere  away 
criketting.     I  had  a  felling  Martin  wished  he  were  also.     He  had  spent  the  afteinioon 
on  the  cricket  field.     That  family  is  truly  long  gone  on  that  sport.     Mrs,  Battle] ey's 
brotlier  and  sister-in-law  Frederick  and  Margaret  Pegg  completed  the  party. 

Truly  we  settled  into  the  spirit  of  England  with  that  entertaining  and  knowl edgeabl) 
group „     Dinner  over  we  adjourned  to  the  hotel's  pulj   (bar  I  would  liave  called  ;it)  where 
we  carried  on  until  attendants  switched  off  the  lights  indicating  it  was  time  to  get 
the  blandety-blank  out  of  there.     But  we  really  covered  the  water  front,  common  market 
and  all. 
Sunday 

July  11,  1971:       As  they  took  their  departure  last  night  Mrs.  Batteley  remarked, 

"Your  Susan  bears  a  remarkable  likeness  to  our  Princess  Anne."     I  liave  no  idea  if 
she  does  or  not  as  I  have  not  taken  a  close  look  at  pictures  of  the  Englis]i  Pi-incess 
for  some  years.     But  it  brought  to  mind  an  incident  of  18  years  ago„     With  tlie  Les 
Everitt's  and  Jim  Ewing's  in  London  we  paid  a  visit  on  an  Engl:isli  art.ist  wlio  had 
painted  a  portrait  of  Madge  Everitt  shortly  before  in  Kansas  City„     At  this  time  the 
artist  showed  a  print  of  a  painting  ®he  had  just  completed  of  the  Prince  and  Pr.incess, 


Someone  remarked  the  prineess  bore  a  striking  resemljlance  to  our  granddau!j;]iter  Siisa)i. 
Whereupon  the  gracious  artist  presented  the  print  to  Bertie  and  mo. 

Andyway,  Mrs.  Batteley  compared  Susan  to  the  Princess  in  ] ooks  and  I'honda  IJein 
looks  like  a  princess  in  anybody's  language  so  when  I  hammered  on  their  door  tliis 
morning  1  asked  if  the  princesses  were  awake.     Form  now  on,  so  far  as  1  am  concerned, 
they  are  the  Princesses. 

No  hurry  this  day.     Sam  had  discovered  on  the  Cathedral  rounds  a  tomb  whicli  once 
contained  the  body  of  Withburga,  daughter  of  Annas  King  of  East  Angles.     She  was  there 
interred  in  654.     In  974-  zealous  monks  removed  her  body  to  Ely  to  lie  with  lier  tliree 
sisters.     We  inspected  this  relic  of  the  past  and  then  discovered  a  group  oi'  Eng:i  islunan 
bowling  on  the  green„     So  nearly  as  I  could  determine  the  gentlemen  accompanied  tlieir 
wives  almost  to  the  doors  of  the  church.     There  they  dropped  out  to  bowl  whi]o  the  ladies 
looked  after  their  religious  interests. 

The  girls  got  a  lecture  from  enthusiastic  explainers  regarding  the  game  and  then 
we  took  off  for  Swanton-Morley ,     Here  is  the  Angel  Pub,     Part  of  it  is  the  house  :in 
which  Richard  Lincoln  lived  and  wrote  the  will  disinheriting  his  son,  Edward.  II]Jon 
learning  of  this  Edward  removed  to  Hingham,     And  from  Hingham,  Edward's  son,  Samuel, 
left  for  America. 

Two  years  ago  I  had  quite  a  hassle  ',  with  the  keeper  of  the  pub.  Sheila  Townshead, 
over  the  matter  of  taking  her  picture  with  her  hair  done  up  in  curlers.     I  finally 
persuaded  her  to  protrude  her  face  out  of  the  door  far  enough  for  me  to  get  a  piicture, 
curlers -land  all.     I-f turned  out  very  well  and  this  morning  Sheila  reminded  me  I  liad  never 
sent  her  a  copy.     This  time  her  hair  was  done  up  again  in  curlers.     But  she  hastily 
removed  them  for  a  picture  with  Bertie  and  tlie  princesses.     Then  we  made  a  leisurely 
drive  to  Lincoln.     We  thought  it  appropriate  to  visit  the  country  and  city  from  whicli 
the  Lincoln's  name  descended  although  I  am  told  there  is  not  a  single  person  now  residing 
in  the  County  of  Lincolnshire  bearing  the  surname  of  Lincoln.     Indeed,  tliei^e  are  none 
in  Norfolk  County.     Mrs.  Batteley  represents  the  last  of  Abraham  Lincoln's  relatives 
living  in  England  and  none  of  them  will  ever  bear  the  name  of  Lincoln. 

The  word  Lincoln  comes  from  the  Roman  word  of  Lindum  which  this  city  was  called. 
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It  became  Lindum — colonia,  Lindum--colony ,  Lindcolon,  Lindon  and  flnaDly  the  Lincoln 
of  our  day.     The  Venerable  Bede  called  it  Lindlcolluim.     The  first  recorded  use  oJ'  t]\e 
place-name  Lincoln  as  a  family  name  appears  in  the  Domesday  Book  in  lOSG.     Alfred  de 
Lincoln  was  a  Saxon  by  birth  but  his  holdings  were  saved  ^orhlm  by  a  f  orti  tLid  i  nous 
marriage  to  a  Norman  lady. 

Our  hotel  is  the  Eastgatc  hard  by  the  renowned  Lincoln  Catliedral.     Aftci>  a  latisli 
dinner  we  strolled  around  the  magnificant  piece  of  medieval  architecture  and  dui-ing  all 
our  brief  stay  we  have  enjoyed  the  musical  bells  as  they  ring  out  the  hour. 


Monday 

ju3y  ]  2 ,   1971:  Another  day  of  no  hurry.     The  best  treatise  1   liave  ever  seen  on 

Abraham  Lincoln's  English  ancestor  was  written  by  a  gentleman  in   the  nineteen  twenLlc'S. 
I  am  embai^ssed.     I  am  unable  to  recall  his   name  at  the  moment.     Efficient  Jlbrnrian 
Jean  Harrington  had  yeroxed  pages  from  his  book  for  my  use.     1  brought  along  tliese  pages 
but  neglected  to  jot  down  his  name.     But  I  will  say  this  much.     If  anyone  ever  visited 
more  places  having  to  do  with  Abraham  Lincoln  and  people  associated  with  him  than   I  it 
is  the  compile^  of  tlie  pages  I  have  l^een  utilizing^     Truly  he  was  a  painstaking  re- 
searcher. 

Even  though  his  research  discloses  the  name  Lincoln  originated  in  Lincolnshire 
he  discounts  any  posibility  ,of  any  present  inhabitants  of  that  county  being  in  anyway 
related  to  our  Abraham  Lincoln.     A  reading  of  his  analysis  would  lend  one  to  believe 
there  was  no  one  with  the  surname  Lincoln  living  in  Lincolnshire  in  tlie  mid- twen ti es „ 
I  casually  checked  the  telephone  book  and  discovered  five  individuals  with  the  surname 
Lincoln.     But  I  neither  the  time  nor  the  researcher's  zeal  to  check  with  them. 

Instead  I  turned  my  interest  to  another  character.     Directly  across  from  the  hotel 
within  the  shadow  of  Lincoln  Cathedral  stands  a  Herculean  statue  of  Ahtred  Lord  ■rennyson. 
1  insisted  the  ladies  accompany  me  for  a  picture  of  them  sitting  on  a  bench  below  the 
figure „     I  was  pleased  to  note  a  bit  of  poetry  on  a  bronze  plaque  at  his  feet.     And  1 
was  still  more  pleased  to  learn  my  granddaughter  could  quote  it.     I  knew  she  had  studied 
a  considerable  amount  of  English  and  American  literature  and  have  been  regretting  memor- 
izing much  of  it  had  been  neglected.     Anyway,  here  is  the  verse  which  tiie  rest  oi'  us 
read  and  she  quoted, 

"Flower  in  the  crammed  wall 

I  pluck  you  out  of  the  crannies,  ( 

I  hold  you  here,  root  and  all,  in  my  hand,  ^ 

Little  flower — But  if  I  could  understand 

What  you  are,  root  and  all,  and  all  in  all. 

I  should  know  what  God  and  man  is  o ''  . 


August  6,   1971       This  day  we  turned  our  backs  on  Stamp  Dealers  and  British  nobility  to  take 
up  again  the  trail  of  two  of  our  favorite  characters  -  John  Wesley  and  Abraham  Lincoln.  We 
drove  first  to  Bristol  where,  with  no  difficulty,  we  located  the  John  Wesley  Chapel.     It  was 
erected  in   1734,  renovated  in   i748  and  then  brought  to  it's  splendid  condition  without  alter- 
ing its  original  structure  and  features  by  a  devout  Methodist  in   1930.     It  is  the  oldest  church 
in  Methodism. 

I  really  got  a  bang  from  a  letter  of  Wesley's,  written  on  February  9th,    1784,  which 
bears  out  my  own  feelings  on  church  building: 

"I  preached  in  the  new-built  room  which  is  indeed  an  awful  place  .  After 

preaching,   I  talked  with  the  Stewarts  of  the  building:    men  whose  hearts  God  has  prepared 
for  the  worko     They  have  expended  all  the  money  they  had  received  and  about  a  hundred 
pounds  more,  but  they  are  not  discouraged,  believing  He  will  provide,  whose  is  the  earth 
and  the  fullness  thereof." 

I  believe  we  have  handled  more  church  construction  projects  than  any  builder  in  our 
part  of  the  United  States.    We  have  never  failed  to  receive  full  payment  on  every  one  of 
them,  although  it  has  taken  a  lot  of  faith  in  the  Lord  providing,  both  on  the  part  of  the 
congregation  and  ourselves. 

I  believe  this  chapel  and  the  "New  Room"  as  is  called  the  former  living  quarters--now 
exhibit  room  -  above  is  easily  the  most  interesting  study  of  Methodism  I  have  ever  seen„  Here 
both  John  and  Charles  Wesley  spent  much  time.     An  equestrian  statue  of  John  and  a  figure  of 
Charles  stands  in  the  front  and  rear  courts.     Here  Francis  Aubury  and  George  Whitford  labored 
until  they  received  the  inspiration  to  journey  the  seas  and  spread  Methodism  throughout  the 
United  States.  ' 

Beneath  the  bronze  figure  of  Charles  Wesley  is  engraved: 

Charles  Wesley 
1707  -  1788 

"O  let  me  commend  my  Savior  to  you." 
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In  John  Wesley's  room  is  the  corner  chair  in  which  he  sat  as  in  his  88th  year  he 
delivered  his  lost  sermon  at  Winchester,  Sussex.     But  there  are  plenty  of  other  interesting 
Items  In  each  room  of  the  complex  called  "The  New  Room  in  the  Horse  Fair." 

Mrs.  Marian  Andrews,  John  Wesley  Chapel,  Bristoj  is  the  caretaker  and  she  really 
went  all  out  In  showing  us  about.     But  she  fell  down  on  one  thing.    We  were  desirous 
of  visiting  Hanhan  Mount,  dedicated  to  The  Field  Preachers.     Here  John  Wesley  preached 
his  last  open-air  sermon.     She  sent  us  off  in  the  wrong  direction.     Bristol  Is  a  city  of 
500,000  or  more  and  by  the  time  we  had  twice  battled  through  it's  traffic-packed  streets 
seeking  Hanhan  Mount,  we  knew  we  had  been  somewhere.     But  we  located  it  and  were 
pleased  to  see  how  well  Methodists  have  kept  preserved  one  of  our  Holy  spots. 

Methodism  would  appear  to  be  still  much  more  alive  in  Bristol  than  In  other  parts 
of  Britain.    We  gathered  that  Impression  from  the  number  of  Methodist  churches  we  ob- 
served scattered  about  the  city  as  we  wandered  through  it. 

Then  we  struggled  out  of  the  city  in  the  direction  of  Malmesbury.     At  a  suitable 
place  we  stopped  to  enjoy  another  of  Jerry  Jennings'  luncheons. 

The  English  ancestors  of  Nancy  Hanks,  mother  of  Abraham  Lincoln,  apparently  came 
from  Malmesbury.     About  all  that  is  known  about  him  is  summed  up  In  this  single  paragraph 
from  the  book  written  by  a  gentleman  in  the  nineteen-twenties .     Understanding  Jean  Harring- 
ton, our  Enid  Librarian,  had  the  account  xeroxed  from  his  book  she  obtained  for  me.     I  can- 
not recall  his  name  and  I  shortsightedly  did  not  write  it  down  at  the  time  I  received  the 
xeroxed  pages. 

Anyway,  if  any  man  ever  lived  who  could  dispute  my  claim  to  having  visited  more 
places  having  to  do  with  Mr.   Lincoln  than  I,  it  must  be  him.     But  he  Is  hardly  in  a  position 
to  dispute  my  stand  since  lo,  these  many  years  he  has  been  gathered  to  his  fathers. 

"So,  after  prolonged  search,   I  reached  what  amounted  to  a  conclusion,  that  the 
Thomas  Hanks  who  disappeared  from  Malmesbury  in  the  early  portion  of  the  Civil  War,  and 
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the  Thomas  Hanks  whom  1  found  in  Virginia  nine  or  ten  years  later,  the  only  men  of  that 
name  whom  I  have  been  able  to  discover,  were  one  and  the  same  man." 

While  Charles  I  and  Oliver  Cromwell  were  running  about  England  dueling  to  dis- 
cover who  was  going  to  rule  Britain,  many  skirmishes  and  battles  were  engaged  in.  The 
problem  of  what  to  do  with  prisoner  of  war  camps.     If  they  were  released,  they  would 
probably  be  soon  found  in  the  ranks  of  the  enemy  again.     So  the  only  alternatives  were 
to  either  shoot  them  or  deport  them,  both  of  which  seem  to  have  been  liberally  indulged  in. 

Charles  still  maintained  control  of  Virginia,     Many  Puritans  were  deported  hence  as 
slaves  or  Indentured  servants^     Evidently  this  was  the  fate  of  Thomas  Hanks,  the  American 
maternal  ancestor  of  Abraham  Lincoln. 

As  we  approached  Malmesbury  we  had  no  difficulty  in  espying  the  same  Abbey  much 
mentioned  In  my  unidentified  friend's  book.     The  vicar  was  most  cooperative  but  knew  no- 
thing of  Abraham  Lincoln's  maternal  family.     No  Hanks  were  living  in  Malmesbury  at  this 
time  and  to  the  best  of  his  knowledge,  none  were  interred  in  the  Abbey  nor  the  adjoining 
graveyard.     A  most  personable  lady  who  was  preparing  a  name  in  the  Abbey  for  a  daughter's 
wedding  on  the  morrow,   joined  In  the  discussion. 

She  knew  of  no  Hanks  dead  or  alive.     But  when  I  mentioned  my  informant,  des- 
cribed two  unmarried  ladies  living  in  Malmesbury  in  the  middle  twenties,  their  respective 
memories  came  to  life.     They  recalled  them  but  were  certain  both  had  gone  on  to  their 
eternal  rewards. 

Then  for  some  reason  i  will  never  fathom,  the  lady  suggested  a  farmer  by  the  name 
of  Higgins  living  on  Middle  Manor  Farm  near  Garston  knew  more  about  the  Hanks  family 
than  anyone  in  the  area.     Since  my  informant  had  gained  the  impression  Edward  Hanks  pos- 
sibly came  from  a  nearby  village  rather  than  Malmesbury  Itself,  I  felt  this  suggestion  might 
have  merit.     The  vicar,  the  lady,  and  Sam  put  their  heads  together  and  drew  a  rough  map 
for  us  to  follow.    While  this  was  going  on,  I  sent  the  Princesses  out  into  the  burial  yard 
looking  for  Hanks  headstones.     Right  then  I  decided  neither  the  vicar  or  our  new  found 
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lad/  friend  knew  anything  about  the  Hanks  family.     For  the  girls  soon  returned  to  escort  me 
to  a  well-preserved  stone  on  which  was  engraved: 

In 

Loving  Memory 
Of 

Sarah  Hanks 
Beloved  wife  of 
Henry  Garlick  Hanks 
Who  died  May  19th  1876 
Aged  80  years 
Also  of 
Henry  Garlick  Hanks 
Who  died  Aug.  6,  1879 
Aged  90  years. 

We  had  a  heck  of  a ^  time  finding  Garston.     This  was  largely  because  Sam  insisted  a 
three  story  tower  was  a  water  tower.    We  were   supposed  to  turn  right  at  a  water  tower.  I 
mildly  protested  that  did  not  look  like  any  water  tower  I  had  ever  seen,  but  Sam  turned 
right  anyway  „     After  driving  several  miles  we  decided  to  question  a  knowledgeable  looking 
gentleman  approaching  on  a  bicycle.     He  assured  us  we  were  proceeding  in  exactly  the 
opposite  direction  from  Garston.    We  retraced  our  steps,  found  an  orthodox  looking  water 
tower,  turned  right  at  it  and  after  much  more  questioning,  reached  a  cluster  of  houses 
called  Garston  and  a  short  distance  beyond,  drove  into  Middle  Manor  Farm. 

A  trio  of  huge,  unfriendly  dogs  greeted  us  with  vociferous  barking.    We  all  decided 
discretion  was  the  better  part  of  valor  and  remained  in  the  car.     Finally  a  pleasant  appear- 
ing lady  attired  in  overalls  approached.     She  assured  us  her  husband  knew  nothing  about  the 
Hanks  family  and  was  too  busily  engaged  in  milking  cows  to  even  talk  with  us.     And  as 
soon  as  she  got  rid  of  us  she  would  join  in  the  milking.     She  did  tarry  long  enough  to  express 
the  opinion  one  of  the  Hanks  ladies  was  still  living  but  the  Hanks  were  not  related  to  Abra- 
ham Lincoln,  but  to  George  Washington.     The  same  'opinion  had  been  expressed  by  someone 
in  the  Abbey.     This  convinced  us  we  had  run  up  a  blind  alley  so  we  returned  to  Bath, 

Sam  was  put  out  with  the  Francis  Hotel.     They  could  not  keep  us  for  a  second  night, 
but  worse,  showed  not  the  slightest  interest  in  helping  us  locate  other  quarters.     He  had 
finally  succeeded  in  getting  us  in  another  hotel.     The  rooms  were  passable  but  the  least 
desirable  we  have  had  on  the  entire  journey  „     Sam  and  .1  agreed  the  Francis  would  be 


passed  by  on  future  visits  to  Bath. 

He  had  located  a  fairly  good  restaurant  in  a  third  hotel.     After  dinner  we  took  a 
lengthly  stroll  to  get  a  much  better  impression  of  Bath.     The  great  number  of  attractive 
shops  served  to  remind  me  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte's  statement  in  which  he  referred  to 
England  as  a  Nation  of  shop  keepers.    The  Pump  Room  and  the  ancient  Roman  baths  were 
closed  for  the  day.     But  a  walk  along'the  Avon  River  disclosed  landscaping,  complete  and 
underway,  much  resembling  the  banks  of  the  San  Antonio  River  as  it  flows  through  San 
Antonio,  Texas. 


From  the  desk  of 
H.  B.  BASS 


We  thought  you  might  enjoy  Mr.  Bass'  report  on  his 
journey  into  the  land  of  Abraham  Lincoln's  ancestors, 


IN  SLAkCH  OF  LINCOLN'S  ENGLISH  ANCESTORS 

By:   Henry  B.  Bass 

Tuesday,  December  2,  1969,  was  pifch  dark  in  this  far  north  country  as  we  left  our  room 
ai  8  a.m.  to  begin  the  day's  activities.    On  the  elevator  the  operator  of  that  odd  contraption 
cheerily  observed,  "The  snow  chased  away  the  cold  and  now  the  snow  is  gone,"   He  was  right. 
We  could  hardly  have  asked  for  a  better  December  day  for  our  expedition  into  the  north  and  east 
of  England.    For  this  day  was  devoted  to  the  English  ancestors  of  Abraham  Lincoln.    Not  too  much 
is  known  about  them  in  the  United  States,  and  I  was  to  discover  not  much  more  in  England. 

With  me  I  had  a  copy  of  Lincoln  Lore  dated  July  30,  1945,  which  Dr.  Gerald  McMurtry, 
Directoi  of  the  Lincoln  National  Life  Foundation  of  Fort  Wayne,  declared  contained  all  that  tfiey 
had  on  the  iubject  ,   With  this  bulletin  he  had  included  xeroxed  pictures  of  two  churches  captioned, 
"The  Ancient  Parish  Church  in  Great  Yarmouth  —  Many  Lincolns  Are  Buried  Here,"  and  "The 
Church  at  Swanton-Morley ,  Norfolk,  England      Chuich  Home  of  the  Lincolns"  with  the  notations: 
"The  nev/  Celtic  cross  in  front  of  the  tower  contains  names  of  soldiers  from  that  parish  killed  in  the 
World  War.   A.  Lincoln  is  among  them." 

1  had  sent  this  data  to  George  F.  Samuels,  our  driver,  with  the  request  he  check  further 
on  Lincoln's  ancestry.   As  we  started  the  journey  he  showed  me  an  item  in  an  English  travel  book 
biiefly       veiy  briefly  —  describing  the  Lincoln  ancestry  connection  with  the  parish  church  at 
Hingham.    I  know  theie  are  Americans  who  must  know  of  this  Hingham  deal  .   Why  none  of  the 
experts  with  whom  I  consulted  did  not  call  my  attention  to  it  I  do  not  know. 

As  we  slowly  wended  our  way  through  London  streets  impeded  by  going-to-work  cats  of 
Englishmen,  Sam  chated,  "Look  how  slowly  they  proceed.  But  this  evening  they  will  break  into 
a  cantor  going  home." 

Once  out  of  the  going-to-work  London  traffic  we  proceeded  rapidly  .  We  comfortably 
bypassed  Cambridge,  the  ancient  seat  of  learning,  to  be  stopped  by  about  as  odd  a  traffic  impedi- 
ment as  I  ever  encountered.  We  entered  New  Market,  the  focal  point  of  Britain's  thoroughbred 
horse  breeding  activities.,   As  we  proceeded  we  were  impressed  no  little  with  a  long  line  of  lace 
hoises,  each  bearing  a  jockey  or  youngish  stable  boy,  moving  in  single  file.   Shortly  we  were 


stopped  in  a  litie  of  traffic.   At  long  last  we  were  allowed  to  continue  with  the  interesting  dis- 
covery that  the  delay  was  caused  by  that  long  line  of  horses  and  rideis  leisurely  crossing  the  main 
highway  . 

Some  distance  further  we  began  searching  for  a  way  to  get  to  Hingham.   This  hamlet 
of  1500  people  appeais  on  the  map  but  with  no  road  showing  how  to  get  there.    But  Sam  successfully 
negotiated  winding  luial  roads.    We  were  impressed  no  little  with  the  way  all  loads  had  been  cleai- 
ed  of  ^.now  ,   As  we  drove  north  we  encountered  considerable  snow  left  from  Saturday's  rather  heavy 
fall  but  nary  a  flake  on  the  road. 

As  we  approached  Hingham  we  leasoned  the  experts  must  be  in  erioi  ,    The  parish 
church  captioned  as  beirrg  in  Swanton-Morley  must  be  the  one  we  were  looking  at.   We  left  Bertie 
in  o  shop  and  entered  the  church.   Workmen  with  much  scaffolding  were  about  .   As  a  mattei  of 
fact,  we  never  sow  a  si/eable  church  or  cathedra!  in  ail  Europe  around  which  a  bit  of  scaffolding 
was  not  about  .   Evidently  maintenance  of  these  ancient  structures  is  a  continuous  (and  expensive) 
chore  . 

A  gertial  workman  showed  us  the  most  important  item  of  the  day's  search.    It  was  a 
bust  ot  Abraham  Lincoln  located  in  a  niche  in  the  wall.    Underneath  is  u  bronze  plaque  upon  which 
is  inscribed: 

In  this  parish  for  many  generations 
Lived  the  Lincoln  ancestors  of  the  American 
Abraham  Lincoln 
To  him  greatest  of  that  lineage 
Many  citizens  of  the  United  States 
Have  erected  in  this  Memorial 
in  the  hope  that  for  all  ages 
Between  that  land  and 
this  land  and  all  lands 

There  shall  be 
"Malice  toward  none 
with  charity  for  all .  " 


Unveiled  in  1919  by  Amei  icon  Ambassador 


Ai.othei  plaque  blolei  "Richaid  Lificoln,  Samuel's  grandfafhei  is  said  to  have  been 
buiied  in  the  central  aible  of  this  church." 

I  would  be  inclined  to  question  that.    Richard  Lincoln  left  a  will  viitually  disin- 
heriting his  son  Edward.   Whefeupon  Edward  left  his  native  village  of  Swanton-Morley  ond  moved 
to  Hirtgharii.    Fiom  Hingham,  Edwuid's  seventeen-year-old  son  left  to  seek  a  fresh  start  in  life  in 
the  new  village  of  Hingham,  Massachusetts,  and  to  become  the  grandfather  six  times  removed  of 
Abraham  Lincoln . 

We  sought  out  the  rector.    He  really  waxed  enthusiastic  when  I  observed  his  Rotary 
pin  and  informed  him  I  ^/vas  a  Rotarian  .   When  I  suggested  the  chuich  captioned  as  being  located  at 
Swanton-Mo.ley  should  read  Hingham,  he  said  not  so.   The  Lincolns  had  lived  at  Swanton -Mo.  ley 
foi  yeais.    Only  unhappy  Edwoi  d  had  come  to  hiingham. 

While  Sam  and  I  were  doing  all  this,  Bertie  had  consulted  with  a  shop  keeper. 
Many  yeais  ago  the  people  of  Hingham,  England,  had  sent  some  stones  from  their  chuich  to  Hing- 
ham, Massachusetts.   The  people  in  America  had  responded  w ith  a  similar  gift  which  were  imbedded 
in  a  wall  hard  by  the  church. 

The  White  Hart  pub  looked  invilirig  so  we  entered  seeking  lunch.    Only  beer,  hard 
drinks  and  sandwiches  were  available  .    !  shuddered  to  think  of  what  a  sandwich  in  this  outlying  pub 
would  be  like.   The  obliging  barmaid  recognized  our  hesitancy  and  suggested  we  proceed  to  Dereham, 
a  town  which  lay  on  our  route  to  Swanton-Morley  .   The  Phoenix  Restaurant  there  was  excellent  . 

But  we  enjoyed  a  most  pleasant  visit  with  the  villagers  therein  enjoying  tfieir  midday 
beer.    One  grizzled  farmer  decided  Bertie  did  not  look  too  bright  history-wise  and  informed  her  one 
of  the  descendants  of  a  Hingham  citizen  had  become  President  of  the  United  States:  a  chap  rramed 
Abraham  Lincoln, 

The  restaurant  at  Dereham  turned  out  to  be  all  it  was  cracked  up  to  be .   1  never  in- 
dulged in  better  steak  and  kidney  pie.  And  to  top  it  all,  the  Rotary  Club  was  in  session.   I  joirted 
them  for  a  makeup  session.   Few  American^ ever  appear  there.   As  a  matter  of  fact,  none  present 
could  recall  ever  before  having  seen  an  American  at  one  of  their  luncheons.  And  the  club  is  twenty- 
one  years  old . 


Sam  hod  pieviously  told  me  this  aiea  is  completely  off  rhe  touiist  lanes.   Theie  ore 
p.ocllcally  no  lestouianh  und  hotels  available  foi  touiists.    In  the  three  years  since  I  had  gotten 
him  interested  in  the  Lincoln  story  he  had  endeavored  to  interest  American  tourists  in  visiting  Abra- 
ham Lincoln's  ancestral  country.   All  were  inte.ested  but  too  busy  to  take  the  time  required.  In 
all  the  yeais  Sam  has  been  driving  he  had  nevei  visited  this  area  before. 

We  proceeded  to  Swanton-Morley  and  immediately  ascertained  why  we  were  con- 
fused. The  exterior  architecture  of  the  two  parish  churches  is  almost  identical  .  As  the  day  wore 
on  we  discerned  at  least  a  dozen  chuiches  with  the  same  general  design. 

And  something  else.    In  this  area  we  observed  more  Dutch  windmills  than  we  saw  in 
Sunday's  lengthy  drive  across  The  Netherlands. 

We  discovered  nothing  about  Lincoln  in  or  around  the  parish  church.    But  we  easily 
located  the  "Angel  Inn."   The  original  portion  of  this  structure  is  the  home  which  Richard  Lincoln 
constructed  about  the  year  1610.    In  this  house  he  signed  his  last  will  and  testament  which  was 
"indirectly  responsible  for  the  migration  of  some  of  his  descendants  to  Ametica." 

The  inn  was  closed  at  the  moment,  and  we  had  a  deuce  of  a  time  persuading  the  piopiie- 
tress,  her  haii  done  up  in  curlers,  to  permit  us  to  enter.   But  she  finally  did,  and  1  copied  the  in- 
scription on  the  wall: 

This  inn  is  said  to  incorporate  the 

remains  of  a  house  which  belonged 

to  Abraham  Lincoln's  ancestors  and 

it  was  here  that  Richard  Lincoln 

made  a  will  in  1610  disinheriting 

his  son  Edward  and  thereby  causing 

his  grandson,  Samuel  Lincoln,  to 

emigrate  to  America  in  1637. 
The  more  we  visited  the  more  friendly  became  the  young  lady.   She  observed  me 
v/riting  down  the  inscription  and  asked,  "Do  you  think  anyone  can  read  that?  1  never  before  saw 
anyone  write  upside  down  left  handed."   I  admitted  I  could  not  read  my  own  writing,  but  1  had  a 
secretary  who  could.  She  thawed  to  a  point  she  even  let  me  take  her  picture  standing  In  the 
door.vay  —  curlers  and  all , 


It  was  getting  late,  so  we  hurried  on  to  Great  Yarmouth.  As  we  approached  we 
observed  the  ancient  parish  church.   But  the  picture  I  held  in  my  hand  showed  a  steeple.  There 
was  none  on  the  ediface  we  were  nearing  .   After  we  entered  I  found  out  why.   The  church  had 
been  bombed  out  in  World  War  II.    It  was  rebuilt  but  the  steeple  left  off. 

It  was  growing  dark,  so  5am  and  I  hurriedly  inspected  as  many  churchyard  stones 
as  we  ^ould  read  but  found  none  with  the  name  Lincoln.   That  does  no\  mean  they  are  not  there. 
Between  the  gathering  dusk  and  the  centuries  of  weathering,  names  could  easily  be  overlooked. 
We  could  not  locate  the  rector.   But  a  knowledgeable  citizen  assured  us  the  church  was  the  one 
for  which  we  were  searching. 

Then  he  pointed  out  a  sign  over  a  door  of  the  house  adjoining  the  rector's  home  . 
It  read,  "Here  was  born  Anna  Sewell  who  wrote  'Black  Beauty'."  That  -/as  one  of  my  boyhood's 
favorite  books. 

It  was  time  to  start  the  four-hour  drive  back  to  London.    I  was  well  satisfied  with 
the  day's  venture.    Foi  some  time  I  have  been  contending  I  hove  visited  more  places  having  to  do 
with  Abraham  Lincoln  and  people  associated  w  ith  him  than  any  other.   This  day's  activities  certainly 
strengthen  that  claim.  i 


'»^ 


Abraham  Lincoln  statue 
by  James  Earle  Eraser 
in  Cowboy  Hal!  of  Fame 
and  Western  Heritage  Center 
Oklahoma  City 


HENRY  B.  BASS 

(Collector  of  Lincoln  Poetry) 


1901  COMANCHE  TRAIL 
ENID,  OKLAHOMA 


September  13,  1971 


Dr.  R.  Gerald  McMurtry 
910  West  Rudisill  Boulevard 
Fort  Wayne,  Indiana  46807 

Dear  Gerald: 

I  am  enclosing  some  results  of  our  Lincoln  activities  in  England  this 
summer.    The  photography  is  not  too  hot,  but  please  remember  a  rank 
amateur  was  doing  the  photography. 

Most  sincerely. 


Henry  B.  Bass 

HBB:mw 

Enclosures 


"Thy  task  is  done;  the  bonds  are  free; 
We  bear  thee  to  an  honored  grave, 
^  Whose  proudest  monument  shall  be 
Wk  The  broken  fetters  of  the  slave." 

■■■■ft' 


,  William  Cullen  BryanI 


I 


an  eye, 
Bght  of  a  breath, 
From  the  blossom  of  health 
to  the  paleness  of  death. 
From  the  gilded  saloon 
to  the  bier  and  the  shroud 
jfhy  should  the  spirit 
_  mortal  be  proud." 

-  William  Knox 


"When  lilacs  last  in  the  dooryard  bloom'd. 
And  the  great  star  early 

dropp'd  in  the  western  sky  in  the  night, 
I  mourned,  and  yet  shall  mourn 

with  ever-returning  spring. 
Ever-returning  spring, 

trinity  sure  to  me  you  bring. 
Lilacs  blooming  perennial 

and  dropping,  star  in  the  west. 
And  thoughts  of  him  I  love." 


it  And 


Walt  Whitman 


"And  when  he  fell,  in  whirlwind,  he  went  down 
As  when  a  kingly  cedar,  green  with  boughs 
Goes  down  with  a  great  shout  upon  the  hills. 
And  leaves  a  lonesome  place  against  the  sky.' 

— •  Edwin  Markham 


"His  gaunt,  gnarled  hands, 
his  unkempt,  bristling  hair. 
His  garb  uncouth,  his  bearing  ill  at  ease, 
His  lack  of  all  we  prize  as  debonair. 
Of  power  or  will  to  shine,  or  art  to  please; 

—  Tom  Taylor 


"Tom  Lincoln  lies  right  over  there 
In  that  log  cabin  bleak  and  bare  — 
They  say  they  have  a  little  babe 
(I  understand  the/ve  named  him  Abe). 
Yes,  Saliy  said  just  t'other  day. 
That  nothin'  happens  down  this  way!" 

—  Lulu  Thompson 


"Exult,  0  shores,  and  ring,  0  bells! 
But  I,  with  mournful  tread. 
Walk  the  deck  my  Captain  lies. 
Fallen  cold  and  dead." 

—  Walt  Whitman 


"For  thou  art  Freedom's  now,  and  Fame's; 
One  of  the  few,  the  immortal  names, 
That  were  not  born  to  die." 


Fitz-Green  Halleck 


land.  It  is  my  desire  to  visit  as  many  ,jlaces 
as  practicable  having  to  do  with  every  English 
poet  of  whose  works  I  can  quote  one  or  mort 
pieces.  Having  with  me  three  ladies  who  do 
not  regard  poetry  as  the  central  theme  of  the 
tour,  my  studies  will  be  a  bit  handicapped. 

But    I  had  my  hour  in  the  Poets  Corner  of 
the  Abbey,    Here  is  buried  Goeffrey  Chaucer, 
generally  known  as  the  "Father  of  the  Mod- 
ern English  Language/'  and  only  rated  slightly 
below  VviHiam  Shakespeare  as  a  poet.     I  can- 
not quote  a  single  line  of  his  poetry.    As  a 
matter  of  fact,  i  cannot  pronounce  a  word  in 
his  idiom.    But  Bertie  shines  forth.     In  her 
Christian  CoHegG  days  some  painstaking  tea- 
cher crammed  a  few  lines  into  her. .  .crammed 
so  well  she  has  never  forgotten  them. 

There  were  plenty    of   other  poets  around 
to  whom  I  have  attempted  to  pay  tribute  by 
memorizing  a  few  of  their  couplets.  Among 
these  who  are  actually  buried  here  are .  Thomai 
Babington  iVkCaufey,  Rudyard  Kipling,  Alfred 
Lord  Tennyson,  Lord  Byron,  and  Robert  Brown- 
ing.   And  memorialized  here  are  Robert  Sou- 
they,  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge,  VVilfiam  Vvor=- 
dsworth.  Sir  Walter  Scott,  John  Milton,  and 
Vv'illiam  Shakespeare. 

And  possibly   appreciated  by  me  most  of 

all  is  the  bust  of  my  favorite  poet,  Henry  Wat 

sworth  Longfellow.    He  is  the  only  American 

writer  memorialized  in  the  Abbey.    This  bust 

was  placed  in  Poets  Corner  in  188^^  and  truly 

illustrates  the  regard  in  which  Longfellow  was 

held  during  his  lifetime  and  still  much  admirct 

and  appreciated  by  rnc . 

*************** 


And  on  Aldcrgate  Street  we  came  to  the 
Holy  Spot  of  Methodism-=where  John  Wesley 
August  15,  1971  was  converted  or  suffered  a  heartwarming,  as 

Rhonda  calls  it,  or  as  Bertie    and  I  like  to 
Dear  Everybody:  term  it,  proceeded  Walter  Russeii  by  a  couple 

of  centuries  in  exjjeriencing  a  "Cosmic  Ilium- 
George  Samuels  who  has  driven  us  over  Bri-    ination."    Anyway,  at  this  place  Methodism 
tain  on  two  previous  occasions,  met  us  at  the     was  bom. 

tondon  Airport.  I  was  appalled  at  the  weatherbeaten  sign 

He  whisked  us  away  at  nine  o'clock    for        bearing  the  date  of  1726  which  tells   of  this 
what  developed  into  about  the  fullest   day  of     wonderful  event.    I  am  determined  something 
history  viewing,  poetry   studying,  pop   festival    will  be  done  about  this.    The  girls  took  that 
looking  at,    Methodist  researching,    with  a  bit    a  bit  lightly   and  reminded  me  I  am  already 
of  theatre,  eating,  and  socializing  I  ever  put     committed  to  doing  something  about  the  birth*- 
in.     Finally  we  proceeded  to  V/estminister  Ab-    place  of  Christopher  Columbus.    I  took  time 
bey.    One  could  put  in  endless  hours  viewing     to  detail  the  part  I  played  in  striking  a  spark 
plaques  and  sclupturing  of  the  characters   and     that  preserved  Samuel  Worchester's   grave  in 
events  revolving  about  that  ediface  which    I        Oklahoma's  Cookson  Hills,     Jesse  Chisholm's 
would  surmise  is  the  soul  of  England.     I  was       burial  place  on  the  banks  of  the  North  Can- 
interested  in  the  poets.  adian  River  in  Blaine  County,  putting  one  of 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  have  from  the  start  the  greatest  of  Union  Civil  War  Heroes,  Gen-" 
regarded  this  journey  as  a  poetical  tour  of  Eng-  eral  Nathaniel  Lyon  back  on    his  pedestal  in 


place  on  the  banks  of  the  North  Canadian 
River  in  Blaine  County,  [XJtting  one  of  the 
greatest  of  Union  Civil  War  Heroes,  Gen- 
eral Nathaniel  Lyon  back  on  his  pedestal 
in  Springfield,  Missouri  National  Cemetery, 
the  preserving  of  the  Missouri  site  of  the 
Battle  of  Wilson  Creek,  and  the  current 
successful  campaign  to  create  of  Honey 
Springs  Battlefield  in  Oklahoma  a  perman- 
ent National  Park.    I  admitted  to  failure 
up  to  now  in  creating  an  old-fashioned 
Oklahoma  farmstead  on  the  Garfield  County 
Fairgrounds  and  preserving  the  sandstone 
marker  over  William  Knox's  grave  in  Edin- 
burgh, Scotland  New  Calton  Burial  Grounds, 

But  I  shall  keep  trying. 

*************** 

We  took  up  with  John  Wesley  on  this 
day  in  a  really  big  way.    Sam  appeared 
at  10  a.m.  to  carry  us  to  the  chapel.  Our 
way  took  us  near  Aldergate  so  we  stopped 
while  I  took  a  picture  of  the  weatherbeaten 
plaque  telling  of  his  experience  at  this  place. 
Sam  suggested  we  should  stroll  down  the 
street  entitled  Little  Britain,    He  went  on 
to  say  he  spends  nearly  every  pleasant  winter 
Sunday  walking  about  the  city  of  London  ex- 
ploring it's  innumerable  paths  and  buildings. 
As  research  reveals  events  and  names  of  peo- 
ple who  play  o  part  of  importance  there  a- 
bouts,  the  walk  down  Little  Britain  revealed 
one  of  importance  to  us.    A  plaque  stated 
at  that  point  the  renowned  hymn  writer, 
Charles  Wesley,  became  converted  to  the 
course  of  Methodism. 

We  entered  Wesley's  Chapel  where  a 
greeter  handed  us  a  copy  of  the  morning 
program  and  a  copy  of  the  Wesley  Chapel 
Hymn  Book. 

The  a-bit  formal  service  began.  The 
number  one  hymn  was  one  written  by  Issac 
Watts.    As  the  minister  settled  into  his 
splendid  sermon  I  half  listened  while  count- 
ing the  number  of  hymns  in  the  book  written 
by  Issac  V/atts  and  Charles  V/esley.  The  ser- 
mon ended  before  I  got  through.    There  are 
984  songs  in  the  hymnal  but  I  was  compel- 
led to  desist  counting  with  the  ending  of 
the  preaching  when  I  had  reached  number 
806.    Of  these,  Issac  Watts  wrote  56  and 
Charles  Wesley  205.    And  I  was  pleased  to 
note  how  often  verses  from  the  pen  of  Henry 
Wadsworth  Longfellow  and  John  Green  leaf 

Whittier  appeared. 

*************** 

12  Tokenhouse  Yard  is  the  address  of  Bri- 
tain's prestiguous  brokerage  firm,  Cozenove 
and  Company,  far  and  away  the    largest  of 


such  in  Britain,    I  have  maintained  a 

liaison  with  Alec  Coombe-Tennant,  one 

of  the  partners  from  some  few  years.  I 

told  a  dignified  greeter  I  wished  to  see 

him.    That  worthy  promptly  led  me  up 

two  short  flights  of  stairs  into  an  elevator 

and  then  into  a  sort  of  conference  room 

where  he  left  me .    In  o  moment  Alec 

Coombe-Tennant  appeared  to  give  me  an 

enthusiastic  but  reproachful  greeting.  Why 

had  I  not  let  them  know  we  were  coming 

so  arrangements  could  have  been  made  for 

a  leisurely  get  together.    He  was  leaving 

on  the  morrow  for  Paris  and  then  to  Swit- 

sEerlond  for  the  balance  of  the  week. 
*************** 

Sam  and  I  rescued  the  ladies  from  Her- 
rod's  and  we  all  hurried  back  to  the  Chur- 
chill.   Sir  Anthony  and  Lady  Swann  were 
due  for  a  one  o'clock  luncheon.    It  was 
a  wonderful  reunion  with  two  of  our  fav- 
orite people.    Anthony  is  the  son  of  Sir 
Duncan  who  took  son  Bob  and  Vcrn/\tkin- 
son  on  a  two  day  tour  of  London  during 
WoHd  War  II. 

They  brought  us  up  to  date  on  the  fam- 
ily— -Lady  Dorothy,  Anthony's  mother  pas- 
sed away  in  April  at  the  tender  age  of 
92,    She  had  been  bedridden  for  many 
months  after  sustaining  a  severe  fell.  She 
was  one  of  the  most  knowledgeable  peo- 
ple on  politics  and  world  affairs  with  whom 
I  have  ever  communed. 

Lady  Swann 's  sister  and  husband  who 
showed  us  such  a  wonderful  time  in  Nair- 
obi two  years  ago  are  on  holiday  in  Eng- 
land but  had  left  for  the  north  this  very 
morning.    Her  other  sister  and  family  have 
at  long  last  given  up  on  Kenya  and  esta- 
blished a  residence  in  Spain.    Lady  Swann 
was  born  in  Kenyo  and  Anthony  served  in 
the  British  military  in  that  country  for  28 
years . 

All  good  things  must  come  to  an  end. 

V\'e  bade  the  Swann 's  a  reluctant  farewell, 

loaded  our  gear  in  the  car  and  headed  for 

Britain's  oldest  city,  the  capitol  of  Saxon 

England,  Winchester, 

*************** 

"Will  no  one  rid  me  of  this  turbulent 
priest?"  cried  Henry  II  of  his  late  Prime 
Minister  (not  quite  the  terminology  for  the 
twelfth  century)  who  had  become  Archbis- 
hop of  Canterbury,  highest  ecclessiastical 
position  in  Britain.    Three  of  his  knights 
took  him  literally  and  from  the  capital  of 
Winchester  proceeded  to  Canterbury,  There 
on  December  29,  1170,  they  murdered 
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Archbishoj3  Thomas  A.  Beckett, 

The  wave  of  horror  which  swept  all  Christ- 
endom caused  the  Monarch  to  suffer  consider- 
able pongs  of  remorse.   In  an  effort  to  do  pen- 
ance for  the  terrible  deed,  the  contrite  king 
made  a  pilgrimage  from  V/inchester  to  Canter- 
bury.   This  pilgrimage  has  been  made  by  un- 
numbered thousands  in  the  succeeding  centur- 
ies. 

Near  the  close  of  the  fourteenth  century 
Geoffrey  Chaucer,  with  a  group  of  congenial 
characters  covered  the  portions  of  this  pilgrim- 
age route  from  London  to  Canterbury,  This 
he  immortalized  in  the  Canterbury  Tales,  a 
lengthy  poem  cast  in  the  idiom  of  the  day. 
Largely  because  of  this  work  Chaucer  has  be- 
come known  as  the  "Father  of  Present  Day  Eng- 
lish." 

In  far  away  Oklahoma,  Professor  Paul  Rug- 
giers  conceived  the  idea  of  creating  at  the 
University  of  Oklahoma  c  Chaucer  Varorium 
which  might  result  in  this  institution  becoming 
the  center  of  all  learning  concerning  Geoffrey 
Chaucer,    He  arranged  for  the  prestigious  Un- 
iversity of  Oklahoma  Press  to  republish  a  mem- 
orial edition  of  all  of  Chaucer's  writings  when 
and  if  proper  financing  can  be  arranged,  I 
can  think  of  nothing  which  would  add  more  to 
the  cultural  prestige  of  our  state  than  have  Or, 
Ruggier's  dream  come  true.    Certainly  wealthy 
Oklahomans  could  do  far  worse  than  put  some 
of  their  excess  dollars  to  work  on  this  meritor- 
ious project. 

With  my  interest  in  English  history  and  lit- 
erature I  waxed  enthusiastic  enough  about  this 
project  to  plan  to  follow  the  Pilgrim's  Way  on 
our  current  tour.    Professor  Ruggiers  sent  me 
much  helpful  data;  I  put  guide,  driver,  and 
historian  George  Samuels  to  work  on  it  and 
then  in  the  December  1970  issue  of  "Travel," 
I  stumbled  upon  a  most  interesting  account  of 
a  twentieth  century  traveling  of  the  way  by 
Ron  and  Fran  Wickerd,  whoever  they  are. 

Vmed  with  all  this  and  with  Sam  as  driver 
and  guide,  our  party  this  day  traversed  the 
ancient  way.    V\/e  decided  we  would  pause 
at  every  spot  we  came  across  mentioned  by 
Chaucer  and  the  Wickerd 's  and  uncovered  by 
Sam's  research,  and  get  some  sort  of  c  picture 
of  something  reminiscent  of  the  locality.  With 
that  objective  I  kept  Rhonda  and  Susan  and 
sometimes  Bertie,  bouncing  in  and  cut  of  the 
car  all  the  livelong  day.    To  their  occasional 
mild  protests,  Sam  firmly  announced,  "Your 
presence  in  the  picture  will  be  the  only  evi- 
de  ncc  that  Mr.  Boss  was  actually  here." 

Time  was  running  out  on  us.    So  we  con- 
tinued on  the  "Way"  through  Otford  where 


pilgrims  from  London  joined  the  "Way"  from 
Winchester,  Wrotham,  Aylesford,  where  we 
crossed  the  River  Medway,  Thorcsham,  Hol- 
lingboume  to  reach  Chilham,  the  final  stop 
of  the  pilgrims  before  entering  Canterbury, 

Sam  triumphantly  drove  us  through  the 
ancient  gate  where  the  pilgrims  entered  the 
Holy  City  just  as  the  sun  was  sinking  in  the 
west.    Most  appropriately  he  deposited  us  at 
the  Chaucer  Hotel. 

It  had  been  a  strenuous  and  exciting 
day,  but  an  oven  more  exciting  finish  was 
to  come.    It  was  Miss  Susan  Jennings  twen- 
tieth birthday.    We  made  a  reservation  at 
the  Romantica  Restaurant  where  a  most  out- 
standing dinner  was  served.    As  the  waiter 
approached  bearing  a  birthday  cake  properly 
candlelighted  with  the  name  Su-su  on  the 
top,  piano  music  was  heard  and  no  less  than 
five  Italian  waiters  gathered  around  Su-su 
and  in  honest-to-gocdness  baritone  opera 
voices  repeated  the  refrain, 

"Happy  birthday  to  Susan." 

We  proceedet^W^ytJ^f\*td  the  land  of 
Abraham  Lincoln's  paternal  ancestors.  First 
we  came  to  Hingham,  a  village  which  re- 
minds me  of  Bertie's  hometown  in  MUssouri , 
In  the  1950  census,  Brunswick  had  two  few- 
er people  than  in  1850  and  it  has  lost  a  bit 
of  ground  since  then.    Hingham  has  been  a- 
round  since  at  least  the  year  925  A.D.  In 
1801  the  population  was  1,203.    By  1845 
it  had  risen  to  1,691,  but  the  latest  count 
drops  it  back  to  1,314, 

St,  Andrew's  Church  dominates  the  town 
and  countryside.    Today,  Britishers  were  com- 
plaining of  the  intense  heat  wave  which  was 
continuing.    Why  it  was  predicted  the  tem- 
perature would  again  reach  80°F,  in  the 
south  of  England.    As  we  reached  the  chu- 
rch, Sam  pointed  out  the  pub  into  which 
Bertie  fled  as  soon  as  the  car  stopped  two 
years  ago  to,  in  his  vernacular,  "have  a 
warm."    She  needed  no  warm  today. 

The  church  presented  an  entirely  different 
appearance  than  two  years  ago.  Sccsffolding 
was  gone  and  everything  was  in  order,  V^c 
took  pictures  of  the  bust  of  Abraham  Lincoln 
and  the  plaque  dedicated  by  American  Amb- 
assador John  W,  Davis  in  1919,  Then  we 
discovered  a  table  on  which  were  postcards, 
letter  sheets,  and  copies  of  a  neat  little  bo- 
oklet containing  the  story  of  St.  Andrew's. 

To  Hingham  came  Edward  Lincoln  after  his 
father,  Richard  of  Swanton  Morley,  had  dis- 
inherited him  in  behalf  of  the  four  children 
born  to  his  fourth  wife.    Here  Edward's  son, 
Samuel,  was  baptized  on  August  24,  1622. 
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In  1637  Samuel  came  to  America   to  settle 
at  Hingham,  Massachusetts.    And  from  Sam- 
uel's line  of  descendants,  sprang  the  immortal 
Abraham  Lincoln. 

A  most  gracious  lady  entered  the  church 
with  a  tiny  granddaughter.    She  was  Mrs.  Joy 
Hare  and  she  explained  the  booklet  was  writ- 
ten by  Miss  Mary  E.  Lonsdale  who  lived  but 
a  short  distance  away  in  a  house  once  belong- 
ing to  Admiral  Sir.  James  Lancaster  of  Queen 
Elizabeth's  Navy,    He  played  a  considerable 
part  in  helping  Sir  Francis  Drake  finish  off 
the  Spanish  Armada  in  1588.    Would  we  like 
to  meet  her. 

Indeed  we  would  like  to  meet  the  lady. 
While  Mrs,  Hare  was  telling  Sam  how  to  get 
to  her  house,  the  lady  in  question  drove  up, 
Mary  Lonsdale  told  us  of  "The  Friends  of  St. 
Andrew's  Church,"  an  organization  desperately 
endeavoring  to  preserve  the  wonderful  old  chu- 
rch.   Annual  dues  are  1  pound  and  30  pence. 

I  can  hardly  think  of  a  more  meritorious 
project  for  one  of  my  interests  than  to  prese- 
rve the  church  in  which  Abraham  Lincoln's 
English  ancestor  was  baptized.    The  ladies 
were  thrilled.    I  would  be  the  first  member 
from  over  the  seas. 

In  the  meantime  Sam  rescued  Rector  Will- 
iam Stone  from  arduous  work  in  his  garden  by 
bringing  him  over  for  a  brief  reunion.  He 
and  I  had  an  interesting  visit  two  years  ago 
centering  around  a  mutual  interest  in  Rotary. 
We  took  up  where  we  left  off.    He  just  com- 
pleted a  year  as  president  of  the  Watton  Club, 
wherever  that  is. 

No  membership  blanks  were  available  so 
Mary  Lonsdale  insisted  that  Susan  and  Rhonda 
get  in  her  car  while    the  rest  of  us  followed 
to  her  home,    I  was  totally  unprepared  for 
the  house  standing  in  this  remote  village  far 
off  the  beaten  pathway— so  far  it  takes  a 
sleuth  to  find  it.    It  is  something  else  again. 

Mary  lives  alone  since  her  mother  passed 
away.    She  insisted  upon  calling  in  her  next 
door  neighbor.  Miss  Elsie  Griffin  who  serves 
as  president  of  the  Friends  of  St.  Andrew's 
Church,    While  Mary  was  pouring  a  bit  of 
sherry,  I  discreetly  asked  about  Mary  and  this 
beautiful  setup.    Elsie  told  me  there  was  no 
worry  about  finances  as  Mary  comes  from  a 
wealthy  family. 

1  signed  the  membership  card,  paid  over 
1  povind  and  20  pence  (borrowed  from  conserv- 
ative Susan)  and  we  reluctantly  took  our  de- 
parture.   Everyone  interested  in  the  Lincoln 
story  should  become  a  member  of  the  Friends 
of  St,  Andrew's  Church,  especially  the  num- 
erous Lincoln  associations  scattered  around  the 


United  States, 

Mary  and  Elsie  told  us  the  whereabouts 
of  the  site  of  Edward  Lincoln's  home.  The 
house  has  been  torn  down  within  the  memory 
of  people  still  living  in  Hingham,    We  pro- 
ceeded to  the  site  for  a  picture  of  what  is 
now  an  attractive  rose  garden.    Then  we 
continued  our  Lincoln  trek  by  driving  the 
eight  miles  to  Dereham, 

Sometime  over  a  year  ago,  Madge  Everitt 
sent  me  an  item  from  tho  Rocky  Mountain 
News  of  Denver,  describing  an  bnglish  tam- 
ily  ot  Dereham  who  are  descended  from  the 
same  branch  of  the  Lincoln  family  from  whi- 
ch sprang  our  Civil  V*/ar  President,  Mrs, 
Ethel  Batteley's  mother's  moden  name  was 
Lincoln.    I  sent  Mrs.  Batteley  the  account 
of  our  visit  two  years  ago  and  an  interest- 
ing correspondence  ensued.    After  plans  for 
this  journey  were  finalized,  I  wrote  and 
asked  her  to  have  dinner  with  us  on  this 
day  along  with  any  members  of  her  family 
she  saw  fit  to  bring. 

Ethel  Batteley  and  her  husband  were  in 
the  frontyard  chattering  with  the  neighbors. 
We  made  firm  our  dinner  appointment,  took 
a  picture  of  them,  and  prepared  to  depart. 
At  that  moment,  Martin  Batteley  and  his  bit 
glamorous  wife  and  two  year  old  daughter 
drove  up.    So  we  obtained  another  picture 
of  the  entire  group. 

Of  the  four  Batteley  sons,  Martin  more 
nearly  resembles  their  famed  American  rela- 
tive.   As  a  result  of  some  publicity  on  this 
Mike  Wallace,  owner  of  the  Leiand  Hotel  in 
Springfield,  Illinois  invited  Martin  and  Sybil 
to  visit  Chicago  and  Springfield.    He  had  in 
mind  establishing  an  old-fashioned  English 
pub  in  the  Leiand.    He  thought  it  would  be 
an  attractive  adjunct  to  have  an  Eriglish 
relative  of  Mr.  Lincoln's  handling  it. 

The  Batteley's  must  have  had  a  tremend- 
ous time  in  Illinois  judging  from  newspaper 
accounts  1  heard  on  this  day.    They  were 
really  given  V.I. P.  treatment  all  along  the 
line,  including  a  welcome  by  our  friend 
Ralph  Newman. 

*************** 
We  journeyed  to  Great  Yarmouth  looking 
for  more  Lincolns,  but  called  the  search  off 
and  returned  to  Dereham  over  roads  impeded 
by  holiday  observing  Englishmen  proceeding 
hither  and  yon.    We  got  back  in  time  to 
greet  the  Batteley  family.    Martin  and  his 
wife  were  with  them.    The  other  three  sons 
were  away  cricketting.    I  had  a  feeling  Mar- 
tin wished  he  were  also.    He  had  spent  the 
^oftenwpn  on  the  cricket  field.    That  family 
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is  truly  long  gone  on  that  sport.    Mrs.  Bat- 
teley's  brother  and  sister-=in-law,  Frederick 
and  Margaret  Pegg,  completed  the  party. 

Truly  we  settled  into  the  spirit  of  England 
with  that  entertaining   and  knowledgeable 
group.    Dinner  over,    we  adjourned   to  the 
hotel's  pub  (bar  I  would  have  called  it)  where 
we  carried  on  until  attendants  switched  off 
the  lights,  indicating  it  was  time  to  get  the 
blankety-blank  out  of  there.    But  we  redly 
covered  the  water  front,  common  market,  and 
all. 

As  they  took  their  departure  last  night  Mrs. 
Batteley  remarked,  "Your  Susan  bears  a  re- 
markable likeness  to  our  Princess  Anne."  I 
have  no  idea  if  she  does  or  not,  as  I  have 
not  taken  a  close  look  at  pictures  of  the 
English  Princess  for  some  years.    But  it  bro- 
ught to  mind  an  incident  of  18  years  ago. 
With  the  Les  Everitt's  and  Jim  Ewing's  In 
London,  we  paid  a  visit  to  an  English  artist 
who  had  painted  a  portrait  of  Madge  Eyeritt 
shortly  before  in  Kansas  City.    At  this  time 
the  artist  showed  a  print  of  a  painting  she 
had  just  completed  of  the  Prince  and  Princess, 
Someone  remarked  the  Princess  bore  a  striking 
resemblance  to  our  granddaughter  Susan.  Wher- 
eupon the  gracious  artist  presented  the  print 
to  Bertie  and  me. 

Anyway,  Mrs.  Batteley  compared  Susan  to 
the  Princess  in  looks  and  Rhonda  Klein  looks 
like  a  princess  in  anybody's  language,  so 
when  I  hammered  on  their  door  this  morning, 
I  asked  if  the  Princessess  were  awake.  From 
now  on,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,  they  are 
the  Princessess. 

We  drove  to  Swanton  Morley  for  a  look  at 
a  pub,  part  of  which  was  the  home    of  Abe 
Lincoln's  ancestor.    Two  years  ago  I  had 
quite  a  hassle  with  the  keeper  of  the  pub. 
Sheila  Townshead,  over  the  matter  of  taking 
her  picture  with  her  hair  done  up  in  curlers. 
I  finally  persuaded  her  to  protrude  her  face 
out  of  the  door  far  enough  for  me  to  get  a 
picture,  curlers  and  all.    It  turned  out  very 
well  and  this  morning  Sheila  reminded  me  I 
had  never  sent  her  a  copy.    This  time  her 
hair  was  done  up  again  in  curlers.    But  she 
hastily  removed  them  for  a  picture  with  Bertie 
and  the  Princessess.    Then  we  made  a  leisur- 
ely drive  to  Lincoln.    We  thought  it  appro- 
priate to  visit  the  county  and  city  from  which 
Lincoln's  name  descended  although  I  am  told 
there  is  not  a  single  person  now  residing  in 
the  County  of  Lincolnshire  bearing  the  sur- 
name of  Lincoln.    Indeed,  there  are  none  in 
Norfolk  County.    Mrs.  Batteley  represents  the 
last  of  Abraham  Lincoln's  relatives  living  in 


England  and  none  of  them  will  ever  bear  the 
name  of  Lincoln. 

The  word  Lincoln  comes  from  the  Reman 
word  of  Lindum  which  this  city  was  called. 
It  became  Lindum— colonic,  Lindum — colony, 
Lindcolon,  Lindon,  and  finally  the  Lincoln 
of  our  day.    The  Venerable  Bede  called  it 
Lindicolluim,    The  first  recorded  use  of  the 
place-name  Lincoln  as  a  family  name,  ap- 
pears in  the  Domesday  Book  in  1086.  Al- 
fred de  Lincoln  was  a  Saxon  by  birth,  but 
his  holdings  were  saved  for  him  by  a  forti- 
tudinous  marriage  to  a  Norman  lady. 

I  casually  checked  the  telephone  book 
and  discovered  five  individuals  with  the 
surname  Lincoln.    But  I  had  neither  the 
time  nor  the  researcher's  zeal  to  check 
with  them. 

*************** 

We  discovered  Epworth  for  one  of  the 
most  pleasureable  and  at  the  same  time, 
one  of  the  most  disappointing  experiences 
of  our  journey.    The  house  in  which  John 
Wesley  was  born  was  partially  destroyed  by 
fire  ih  1706.    His  father.  Vicar  of  the 
local  Church  of  England,  rebuilt  it  and 
it  remained  his  house  until  he  died.  It 
was  purchased  by  the  Methodists  from  the 
Church  of  England  in  1957  and  given  a 
good  renovating. 

The  disappointment  came  when  we  dis- 
covered we  could  have  passed  the  night 
there  and  had  dinner  and  breakfast  if  pro- 
per advance  reservations  had  been  made. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.  Dobinson  preside  over 
it.    Mrs.  Dobinson  assured  us  a  couple 
hours  notice  would  have  enabled  her  to 
have  prepared  lunch  for  us.    The  next 
night  a  group  from  Texas  is  due  in. 

Since  the  Wesley's  had  seventeen  child- 
ren, considerable  sleeping  space  was  requi- 
red.   Most  of  the  children  slept  in  the  at- 
tic and  there  in  this  day  are  beds  awaiting 
wandering  Methodists. 

I  was  intrigued  with  a  largish  book  bear- 
ing the  caption  "A  Salute  to  the  Wesley's 
in  Commemoration  of  their  Epworth  Home 
from  Vv'orld  Methodism."    For  $100  or  more 
any  Methodist  Church  can  get  it's  picture 
and  a  three -hundred  word  story  about  it  in 
this  book.    I  noticed  Methodist  Churches 
from  Okmulgee,  Oklahoma  and  Lubbock, 
Texas  are  included.    And  I  have  already 
determined  the  First  Methodist  Church  of 
Enid,  Oklahoma  will  ere  long  be  included. 
The  money  is  used  to  maintain  the  Old  Rectory; 

Mrs,  Dobinson  opined  since  she  could 
not  feed  us  the  best  chance  and  only  chance 
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for  lunch  in  Epworth  was  the  Red  Lion  Inn. 
Here  we  proceeded  only  to  discern  a  large 
busload   of  Yorkshiremen  on  holiday  were 
stringing  in  for  lunch.   The  proprietor  regret- 
fully informed  us  the  place  was  solidly  booked 
and  we  could  get  no  sustenance  there  on  this 
day. 

In  front  of  the  Red  Lion  stands  some  stone 
steps  and  a  platform.  Here  John  Wesley  often 
preached  after  the  Church  of  England  forbade 
his   presence  in  any   of  its  churches  because 
of  his  supposedly  radical  ideas.  The  evange- 
list often  stayed  in  the  Red  Lion.   From  there 
we  proceeded  to  view  the  Epworth  Parish 
Church  over  which  his  father,  Samuel  Wesley, 
presided  for  so  many  years.    Here  John  rec- 
eived Holy  Communion  at  the  tender  age  of 
8  years.  In  the  churchyard  is  the  tomb  of  Sam- 
uel Wesley, 

After  I  purchased  Abraham  Lincoln's  fav- 
orite poem  written  in  his  own  handwriting,  I 
began  a  bit  of  research  on  the  poet  William 
Knox.    I  discovered   he  had  been   sort  of  a 
protege  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,    That  led  me  to 
correspondence  with  Dr.  James  Corson,  libra- 
rian of  the  University  of  Edinburgh  and  univ- 
ersally recognized  as  the  greatest  living  auth- 
ority on  Mr.  Scott.    He  obtained  for  me  cop- 
ies of  the  meagre  correspondence  between 
Scott  and  Knox . 

in  1953  we  journeyed  to  Edinburgh.    In  a 
visit  with   Dr.  Corson  I  turned  over  to  him 
©very  scrap  of  data  I  had  secured  about  Knox. 
That   worthy  declared    I  had  brought   to  him 
from    America   more    information  about  Knox 
than  existed  in  all  the  British  Isles. 

In  1966  we  again  returned  to  Scotland. 
Shortly    before    I  learned    Dr.  Corson  had  re- 
signed his  librarian  job  to  devote  all  his  time 
to  Sir  Walter  Scott.    He  had  moved  to  Lillie- 
sleaf,  a  village  near  Abbottsford. 

With  Sam  driving  us.  Bob  Forbes  and  I 
paid  a  visit  to  him.  The  Corson's  had  just 
purchased  a  home  and  things  were  a  bit  in 
disarray.  Books  pertaining  to  Scott  were 
scattered  about  in  great  profusion  on  the 
floor  and  anywhere  else  one  or  more  could 
be  stacked. 

We  had   a  delightful  visit,  Mrs,  Corson 
served  us  tea  and  as  we  departed  I  remarked 
I   never   realized  so  many    books  had  been 
written   about  Scotland's   premier  literary 
light.    Whereupon  our  host  remarked  we  had 
not  seen  anything  yet.    He  escorted  us  out- 
doors and  to  a  delightful  little  church  build- 
ing immediately  adjoining  his  house, 

"This  is  the  reason  we  purchased  this  place," 


he  informed  us,    "This  is  an  abandoned 
Presbyterian  Church,    It   came   with  the 
property,     I  am   going   to  use  it  for  my 
library,"    He  led  us  into  it.    The  floor  was 
covered  with  a  vastly  greater  number  of  Scott 
books  and  kindred  material.    He  explained 
the  craftsman    had  not   yet  completed  the 
shelving. 

In  this  1971  visit  I  was  most  anxious  to 
see  how  his  library  was  faring.    We  enter- 
ed the  car  and  started  for  Lilliesleaf.  Pas- 
sing through  Melrose,  Bertie  espied  the  an- 
tique shop  in  which  she  and  Winifred  Forbes 
had  secured  a  bargain  or  bargains  five  years 
ago.    She  immediately  lost  all  interest  in 
libraries--she  wanted  out.    So  she  and  Rhon- 
da proceeded  to  antique  while  Susan  accom- 
ponied  Sam  and  me  to  the  Corson's. 

Dr.  Corson  was  awaiting  us.   Believe  me, 
that  is  one  victim  of  "bookitis"  who  Ns  got 
the  space  problem  solved.    He   has  really 
transformed  the  interior  of  that  church  into 
an  attractive  library.    Besides  book  shelves, 
the  walls  are  adorned  with  mementos  of 
Scott  and  other  items  collected  in  a  long 
and  busy  life. 

Was  I  flattered  when  he  showed  me  a 
file  of  my  monthly  letters  complete  since 
I  began  sending  them  to  him  eighteen  years 
ago.    He  remarked, 

"It  would  appear  to  me  you  would  come 
in  for  some  severe  criticism  because  of  the 
frankness  in  which  you  indulge  on  occas- 
ion,"   I  assured  him  I  was  frequently  crit- 
icized and  told  him  of  two  F,B,I,  invest- 
igations I  underwent  as  a  result  of  them. 
"Now,"  I  informed  Dr.  Corson,  "I  tell 
caustic  critics  I  have  been  cleared  by  the 
F.B.I.    Have  you?"    About  then  Mrs.  Cor- 
son called  us  for  tea. 

*************** 

We  had  a  delightful  visit  to  Scott's 
home,  made  more  so  by  the  wonderful  visit 
with  Patricia  Maxwell  Scott,  great,  great, 
great  granddaughter  of  the  poet.    She  and 
a  sister  are  current  owners  of  Abbottsford, 
They  are  kept  busy  showing  the  home  to 
the  constant  stream  of  visitors  coming  to 
pay  homage  to  the  great  literary  figure. 
Six-hundred  went  through  the  day  before. 

Her  sister  alternates  between  helping 
look  after  the  magnificent  estate  and  act- 
ing as  lady-in-waiting  to  the  Duchess  of 
Glorcester,    She  serves  a  month  at  each 
and  this  month  she  was  with  the  Duchess. 
When  she  is  home  she  looks  after  the  gar- 
den and  the  expansive  grounds  which  must 
be  quite  a  task  in  itself. 
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Our  hostess  soon  appeared  with  a  copy  of 
the  latest   Sir  Walter  Scott   book   to  appear 
which  she  autographed  and  presented  to  me. 
This  is  the  200th  anniversary  of  his  birth  and 
much  is  being  made  of  it  all  over  Scotland 
with  the  commemoration  reaching  a  peak  in 
August. 

*******  le*1t****ie 

Eureka!    Eureka!    Eureka!    Etfr6ka!  Four 
times!    I  began  this  journey  with  four  definite 
objectives  in  mind.     First,  to  get  into  the 
Casino  at  Baden  Baden,  Germany.  Second, 
have  a  look   at  the  Laurentian  Library  in  Flo- 
rence.   Third,  view  Leonardo  da  Vinci's  mas'- 
terpiece,  "The  Last  Supper"  at  Milan,  and 
fourth,  get  within  the  confines  of  the  "Royal 
and  Ancient  Golf  Club  of  St.  Andrews"  where 
golf  began  at  St.  Andrews,  Scotland, 

We  planned  to  have  early  lunch  arid  then 
drive  to  St.  Andrews.    But  hurry  or  not  no 
one  has  lunch  at  Glencagles  until  a  quarter 
of  one.    In  the  meantime,    her  Royal  High- 
ness discovered  a  hair  dresser  in  the  hotel 
which  she  chose  over  golf.    But  the  rest  of 
us  proceeded  over  the  sh«ep  laden  moors  for 
56  miles  to  St.  Andrews. 

The  golf  center  was  jammed  to  the  gills 
with  cars  and  people.    The  Scottish  Amateur 
Open  was  underway.  We  drove  to  the  Royal 
and  Ancient  Golf  Club  of  St.  Andrews.  A 
dour  visaged  Scot  of  no  mean  proportions 
bo  rred  the  entrance .    No  one  but  members 
would  be  admitted  this  day. 

Twenty-eight  years  ago  son  Bob  wroi«  that 
one  of  his  closest  University  of  Oklahoma 
buddies,  Charles  (Bucket)  Coc,  was  a  cadet 
at  Enid  Army  Flying  School.    That  was  our 
introduction  to  a  young  man  who  became  one 
of  our  country's  leading  amateur  golfers  and 
married  the  daughter  of  our  good  Ardmore 
friends.  Ward  and  Jinx  Merrick.    I  recalled 
that  Bucket  played  at  St,  Andrews  on  more 
then  one  occasion. 

I  told  the   burly  doorman  Mr.  Coe  had 
written  a  letter  requesting  that  I  be  admitted 
into  the  confines  of  the  club.    He  grudginly 
conducted  me  into  the  presence  of  Andrew 
Wright.    That  gentleman  thumbed  through  a 
considerable  stack  of  letters.    None  from 
Mr,  Coe.    However,  he  knew  of  the  prowess 
of  our  Okie  golfer  and  was  inclined  to  listen 
to  the  pleas  of  one  of  his  friends  who  had 
come  so  far  to  see  the  club. 

Finally  he  assured  it  was  never  done,  was 
against  the  rules,  but  he  would  give  me  a 
tour  of  the  club.    The  first  record  of  golf  is 
that  a  match  was  played  at  St.  Andrews  in 
1459.    The  Royal  and  Ancient  Golf  Club  of 


St,  Andrews  was  started  in  1754.  It  has 
1,750  members  from  oound  the  world,  275 
of  whom  reside  in  the  United  States, 

The  club  owns  no  golf  course.  There 
are  four  at  St.  Andrews,  all  owned  by  the 
munci polity.    The  five  golf  ciubs  in  the 
town  turn  part  of  their  dues  to  assisting  in 
the  maintenance.    I  was  shown  many  tro- 
phies of  golfing  through  the  centuries  and 
most  prized  to  Scotland  was  the  Walker 
Cup  back  in  golfdom's  Fatherland  for  the 
first  time  since  1938.    I  was  shown  clubs 
presented  by  many  celebrities,  particularly 
one  once  used  by  Bobby  Jones.  Another 
outstanding  item  is  a  painting  of  Francis 
Guinment,  the  1951  club  president,  exe- 
cuted by  none  other  than  an  amateur  artist 

by  the  name  of  Dwight  Eisenhower, 
*************** 

We  continued  through  the  mountains  and 
valleys  past  the  lakeS/  through  the  principal 
town  of  Keswick  to  our  Old  England  Hotel 
on  the  shores  of  Lake   Vv''ind€rmere,  The 
hotel  is  well  named.    It  is  truly  colorful 
and  fits  perfectly  into  the  tradition  of  the 
Lake  District.    I  have  read  this  district 
has  been  more  written  about  in  song,  prose 
and  poetry,  mere  geologized,  painted  and 
photographed,  and  otherwise  studied  than 
any  similar  area  on  the  globe.    And  one 
has  only  to  drive  about  it  to  see  why. 

We  ate  dinner  as  we  watched  people 
on  holiday  disport  themselves  on  the  lake. 
As  dinner  ended  a  gentleman  seated  him- 
self beside  us. 

"My  wife  and  I  have  been  longing  for 
the  sound  of  southern  voices."  Remarks 
like  this  always  pleases  me  although  I  will 
be  darned  if  I  can  see  how  Rhonda's  Texas 
twang  and  our  Okie  whatever  it  is,  can  be 
called  Southern.    He  is  Professor  Perry  Hub- 
bard of  the  University  of  Alabama  Law 
School,    V/g  so  enjoyed  having  coffee 
with  them  in  the  lounge. 

They  came  over  for  the  bar  convention 
and  after  it  closed  have  been  touring  in  a 
rent  car.    We  were  the  first  since  leaving 
London  they  could  identify  as  Southerners. 
Mrs.  Hubbard  got  her  degree  in  English  af- 
ter their  four  children  were  pretty  well  a- 
long.    She  did  her  practice  teaching  at 
the  University  of  Mexico.    I  really  found 
a  kindred  soul  in  appreciation  of  English 
poetry.    Perry  Hubbard  and  his  wife  made 
ring  more  true, 

"Strangers  are  friends  we  have  not  yet 
met," 

*************** 
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Stratford-on-Avon  is  but  fourteen  miles 
away.    We  reached  it  in  comfortable  time. 
First  we  visited    Holy   Trinity  Church  in 
which  side-by-side  are  interred  the  great 
poet- pi  ay  write,  his  wife,  better  known  as 
Ann  Hathaway  than  as  his  spouse,  and  a 
daughter  and  son-in-law.    Cf  course,  as 
have  millions  before  us,  we  read  Shakes- 
peare's warning: 

"Good  friend  for  Jesus'  sake,  forebeare 
to  dig  the  dust  enclosed  heare.    Blese  be 
ye  man  to  spare  these  bones  and  curst  be 
he  to  move  my  bones." 

From  there  we  drove  to  Ann  Hathaway  s 
thatch-roofed  cottage,  now  fully  restored 
after  some  nut  tried  to  burn  it  down.  We 
inspected  the  house  where  William  Shakes- 
peare was  born  and  had  pointed  out  to  us 
where  lived  Catherine  Harvard,  mother  of 
the  John  Harvard  after  whom  our  own  Har- 
vard University  is  named. 

Then  it  was  time  to  proceed  to  the  Shak- 
espearean Theatre  for  a  dinner  engagement 
much  sought  after  by  all  visitors  to  Stratford. 
In  this  splendid  restaurant,  which  is  part  of 
the  Theatre,  we  enjoyed  a  most  excellent 
dinner  while  watching  swans  disporting  them- 
selves on  the  B^Wer  Avon, 
*************** 

In  1948  George  Shirk  brought  Ronald  Al- 
cock  to  Enid.    I  showed  the  Englishman 
wheat  fields  and  he  was  particularly  impres- 
sed with  our  tremendous  grain  storage  facil- 
ities.   He  spent  some  time  photographing 
some  of  the  huge  elevators.    I  took  them  to 
Oakwood  Country  Club  for  lunch  and  I  still 
get  a  bang  out  of  that  Britisher  ordering  Brus- 
sels sprouts  which  happened  to  be  on  the 
menu.    I  had  heard— and  a  little  later  I 
learned  positively— Brussels  sprouts  was  the 
principal  food  staple  in  England  in  1948. 

George  suggested  I  put  Mr.  Alcock  on 
my  mailing  list,  and  that  has  given  us  a 
tie  over  the  years.    Another  important  link 
is  that  he  is  one  of  the  world's  important 
stamp  dealers.    Ronald  Alcock  lives  in 
Cheltenham,  but  a  couple  of  months  later 
he  came  to  London  to  help  show  us  about 
when  Bertie,  daughter  Jerry,  and  Elizabeth 
Fell,  and  I  visited  England  that  summer. 

It  is  only  a  matter  of  an  eighteen  mile 
drive  from  Broadway.    Shortly  after  arriving 
at  the  Queens  Hotel  a  personable  young  man 
approached.    It  was  Tony  Alcock,  whom  I 
recalled  as  being  a  mere  lad.    He  is  now  a 
partner  in  his  Dad's  business.    He  informed 
us  his  father  had  returned  but  yesterday  from 
a  U.S.  trip.    He  had  tarried  in  Surrey  to 


visit  the  daughter,  but  he  and  his  wife 
were  due  in  for  lunch.    Tony  proved  to 
be  a  most  interesting  chap — not  married. 
Intensely  interested  in  the  American  Civil 
War,  having  toured  quite  some  few  of  the 
Eastern  Battlefields.    Collects  valentines 
but  only  those  put  out  before  1869.  Has 
recently  opened  an  antique  shop  in  London. 

About  then  Ronald  and  wife  appeared. 
He  had  flown  to  Americo    to  deliver  a 
valuable  collection  of  Scottish  postal  cov- 
ers used  before  stamps  came  into  use.  So 
valuable  is  it,  he  would  not  trust  it  to 
the  mails  and  personally  delivered  it.  So 
interested  has  the  American  ^ourchaser  be- 
come in  his  treasures,  he  is  preparing  to 
tour  Scotland  to  visit  each  town  represen- 
ted in  his  collection. 

We  really  had  an  enjoyable  visit.  They 
belong  to  the  International  Food  and  Wine 
Club,    Their  daughter  is  married  to  a  Shell 
Petroleum  Company  executive.    For  a 
time  they  lived  in  Kenya.    The  Alccck's 
visited  them  there  and  from  their  ob«efva- 
tions,  they  gained  the  same    impression  I 
have.    Africa  is  going  backward. 
*************** 

This  night  an  honest-to-goodness  Shake- 
spearean play  was  put  on.    We  reveled  in 
every  moment  of  the  comedy  "Twelfth  Ni- 
ght."   This  Shakespeare  Theatre  is  really 
something.    It  plays  to  a  capacity  aud- 
ience every  night  during  it's  April  to  Oct- 
ober season.    It  was  unbelievable  to  see 
the  number  of  people  who  crowded  the 
foyer  hoping  to  purchase  last  minute  can- 
celled tickets. 

*************** 

This  day  we  really  gained  a  lesson  in 
English  history.    In  the  late  spring  of  1948 
Jewett  and  Doyle  Cotton  invited  us  to  din- 
ner.   The  hostess  introduced  us  to  Lord 
Cardigan.    Thot  name  instantly  rang  a  bell 
with  me — but  why?    At  dinner  I  was  seat- 
ed next  to  the  guest  of  honor.    In  the 
course  of  it,  I  turned  to  the  Englishman 
and  asked,  "Your  Lordship,  could  you  be 
any  relation  to  the  Lord  Cardigan  who  led 
the  charge  of  the  Light  Brigade  at  Bala- 
clava, the  outfit  Tennyson  wrote  the  poem 
about?" 

Indeed,  sir!"  he  exclaimed,    "That  is 
where  my  title  came  from,"    Then  when  I 
went  on  to  quote, 

"Half  a  league,  half  a  league,  half 
a  league  onward 

All  in  the  Valley  of  Death 

Rode  the  six- hundred 
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"Forward  the  Light  Brigade 

'Charge  for  the  guns'  he  said 

Into  the  Valley  of  Death 

Rode  the  six-hundred." 
he  declared,  "If  you  ever  come  to  England 
come  to  my  home  down  in  Savernake  Forest 
and  I  will  kill  a  stag  and  give  you  a  ven- 
ison dinner,"  The  poor  guy  did  not  know  I 
was  getting  ready  to  come  to  England  right 
then . 

In  1966  we  were  guests  of  Cedric  in  the 
House  of  Lords'  dining  room.    He  had  suc- 
ceeded his  father  as  Marquis  of  Ailesbury 
which  entitled  him  to  a  seat  in  the  House 
of  Lords.    In  1969  we  missed  him.  For 
taxation  reasons,  he  had  moved  his  resid- 
ence to  the  Isle  of  Jersey,  leaving  the  For- 
est in  the  hands  of  his  eldest  son. 

For  the  month  of  August  he  and  this  son 
had  traded  residences.    When  he  learned  we 
were  in  England,  he  and  his  wife  insisted 
on  another  luncheon  in  the  Forest,    We  ar- 
ranged to  meet  at  the  Castle  and  Ball  Inn 
at  Marlborough  because  as  Cedric  said, 
"We  are  living  in  a  thatch-roofed  cottage 
in  a  remote  section  of  the  Forest.  You 
could  never  find  it."    We  met  at  the  Inn, 
the  Princesses  climbed  in,  with  the  Marquis 
driving  a  thirty  year  old  Bentley  and  away 
we  went,  threading  our  way  around  and 
,x3st  hugh  beech  and  oak  trees.    In  as  a 
delightful  setting  as  we  could  desire,  we 
enjoyed  another  excellent  luncheon.  Ced- 
ric's  Sjjouse  was  just  as  attractive  as  ever. 

After  a  lengthy  visit,  we  toured  the  Forest. 
*************** 

This  day  we  turned  our  backs  on  Stamp 
Dealers  and  British  nobility  to  take  up  again 
the  trail  of  two  of  our  favorite  characters- 
John  Wesley  and  /braham  Lincoln.  We 
drove  first  to  Bristol  where,  with  no  dif- 
ficulty, we  located  the  John  Wesley  Chapel. 
It  was  erected  in  1734,  renovated  in  1748 
and  then  brought  to  it's  splendid  condition 
without  altering  its  original  structure  and 
features  by  a  devout  Methodist  in  1930.  It 
is  the  oldest  church  in  Methodism. 

I  really  got  a  bang  from  a  letter  of  Vv'es- 
ley's,  written  on  February  9th,  1784,  which 
bears  out  my  own  feelings  on  church  build- 
ing: 

"I  preached  in  the  new-built  room  which 

is  indeed  an  awful  place  — ''  Her 

preaching,  I  talked  with  the  Stewarts  of  the 
building:    men  whose  hearts  God  has  pre- 
pared for  the  work.    They  have  expended 
all  the  money  they  had  received  and  about 
o  hundred  pounds  more,  but  they  ore  not 


discouraged,  believing  He  will  provide, 
whose  is  the  earth  and  the  fullness  there- 
of." 

I  believe  we  have  handled  more  church 
construction  projects  than  any  builder  in 
our  part  of  the  United  States.    V/e  have 
never  failed  to  receive  full  payment  on 
every  one  of  them,  although  it  has  taken 
a  lot  of  faith  in  the  Lord  providing,  both 
on  the  part  of  the  congregation  and  our- 
selves, 

I  believe  this  chapel  and  the  "New 
Room"  as  is  called  the  former  living  quar- 
ters— now  exhibit  room  -  above  is  Easily 
the'  most  interesting  study  of  Methodism  I 
have  ever  seen .    Here  both  John  and 
Charles  Wesley  spent  much  time.    An  eq- 
uestrian statue  of  John  and  a  figure  of 
Charles  stands  in  flnu  front  and  rear  courts. 
Here  Francis  Asbury  and  George  Whitford 
labored  until  they  received  the  inspira- 
tion to  journey  the  seas  and  spread  Meth- 
odism throughout  the  United  States. 
*************** 

Then  we  struggled  out  of  the  city  in 
the  direction  of  Malmesbury.    At  a  suit- 
able place  we  stopped  to  enjoy  another 
of  Jerry  Jennings'  luncheons. 

The  English  ancestor  of  Nancy  Hanks, 
mother  of  Abraham  Lincoln,  apparently 
came  from  Malmesbury.    About  all  that 
is  known  about  him  is  summed  up  in  this 
single  paragraph  from  the  book  written 
by  a  gentleman  in  the  nineteen-twenties. 
Understanding  Jean  Harrington,  our  Enid 
Librarian,  had  the  account  xeroxed  from 
his  book  she  obtained  for  me,    I  cannot 
recall  his  name  and  I  shortsightedly  did 
not  write  it  down  at  the  time  I  received 
the  xeroxed  pages. 

Anyway,  if  any  man  ever  lived  who 
could  dispute  my  claim  to  having  visited 
more  places  having  to  do  with  Mr.  Lin- 
coln than  I,  it  must  be  him.    But  he  is 
hardly  in  a  position  to  dispute  my  stand 
since  lo,  these  many  years  he  has  been 
gathered  to  his  fathers. 

"So,  after  prolonged  search,  I  reached 
what  amounted  to  a  conclusion,  that  the 
Thomas  Hanks  who  disappeared  from  Mal- 
mesbury in  the  early  portion  of  the  Civil 
V-Zar,  and  the  Thomas  Hanks  whom  I  found 
in  Virginia  nine  or  ten  years  later,  the 
only  men  of  that  name  whom  I  have  been 
able  to  discover,  were  one  and  the  same 
man . " 

While  Charles  I  and  Oliver  Cromwell 
were  running  about  England  dueling  to 
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discover  who  was  going  to  rule  Britain,  many 
skirmishes  and  battles  were  engaged  in.  The 
problem  of  what  to  do  with  prisoners  of  war. 
If  they  were  released,  they  would  probably 
be  soon  found  in  the  ranks  of  the  enemy  a- 
gain.    So  the  only  alternatives  were  to  ei- 
ther shoot  them  or  deport  them,  both  of 
which  seem  to  have  been  liberally  indulged 
in . 

Charles  still  maintained  control  of  Vir- 
ginia,   Many  Puritans  were  deported  hence 
as  slaves  or  indentured  servants.  Evidently 
this  was  the  fate  of  Thomas  Hanks,  the 
American  maternal  ancestor  of  Abraham  Lin- 
coln . 

*************** 

About  then  I  left  the  ladies  and  Sam  and 
I  meandered  up  to  Bath  Cathedral .    I  have 
never  wearied  of  cathedrals  although  on 
every  European  journey  I  hear  numferous 
impatient  travelers  moan  about  the  number 
of  cathedrals  through  which  they  have  been 
rushed,  and  in  most  cases,  not  rushed  fast 
enough.    And  I  do  not  blame  the  tourists. 
Cathedrals  can  take  on  a  sameness  with 
which  it  is  easy  to  become  weary. 

AAy  continual  interest  springs  from  my 
intense  interest  in  history.    I  love  to  read 
the  engraving  on  the  floor  stones  and  plf- 
ques  on  the  walls.    Certainly  a  stroll  through 
this  extremely  well-preserved  cathedral  in 
Bath  was  well>vorth  my  time.    For  in  this 
great  mass  ofstone  or  such  of  it  was  then 
standing,  Edgar  was  in  973  crowned  as  first 
King  of  all  England. 

Then  Sam  guided  me  to  the  Pump  Room 
which  has  been  the  center  of  Bath  and  much 
of  England's  social  life  for  well  nigh  three 
centuries.    Each  morning  it  opens  for  morn- 
ing coffee  from  ten  a.m.  until  noon.  And 
in  the  afternoon,  tea  is  served.    All  with 
accompanying  music.    On  other  occasions 
the  room  continues  to  be  used  for  every 
sort  of  social  and  entertainment  occasions 
as  it  has  for  three  centuries.    Here  Richard 
(Beau)  Nash  acted  as  social  arbiter  for  over 
50  years.    And  here  the  well-known  actress 
Sarah  Siddons  made  the  center  of  her  activ- 
ities.   The  Sarah  Siddons  Walk  which  con- 
nects the  Ambassador  Hotels  East  and  West 
in  Chicago,  are  called  after  her  walking 
activities  in  Bath.    Names  on  plaques  about 
this  room  and  town  read  like  V/ho's  Who  of 
England  through  the  centuries. 

I  truly  enjoyed  the  opportunity  of  a  lei- 
surely interval  over  coffee  with  the  London 
Times  .  Most  interesting  item  I  read  was  a 
statement  by  Chay  BIyth,  the  young  English- 


man who  just  now  has  completed  a  lone- 
some sailing  voyage  around  the  globe.  It 
certainly  struigthens  Lincoln's  and  my  phil- 
osophy as  in  discussing  his  journey  he 
said,  "The  tougher  and  more  hopeless 
things  seem,  the  more  I  see  the  funny 
side." 

*************** 

In  London  we  had  enjoyable  visits  with 
Al    and  Martha  Lager  in  whose  apartment 
Fort  'Worth  attorney,  Cecil  Munn,  two 
years  ago,  put  on  a  hilarious  masquerade 
as  an  English  butler  for  our  benefit.  They 
gave  us  a  tour  of  the  just  now  completed 
$7,000,000  American  school  which  Al 
heads , 

I  continue  to  have  a  feeling  of  intense 
pride  that  of  ail  the  architects  around  the 
globe  to  design  this  prestigious  structure, 
a  mid-western  architect  should  be  selected, 
John  Shaver  of  Salina,  Kansas  can  cer- 
tainly carry  a  feeling  of  a  job  well  done 
over  that  one. 

While  communing  with  the  Lagers,  we 
received  a  missive  from  Mr.  Munn  in  Fort 
Worth,  suggesting  we  rendezvous  with  him 
and  his  family  in  London  during  the  Amer- 
ican Bar  Convention,    Knowing  something 
of  the  part  that  gentleman  is  currently 
playing  in  the  affairs  of  lawyers  on  a 
national  scale,  I  knew  he  would  have  lit- 
tle time  for  Okies.    I  so  informed  Mr.  La- 
ger. 

In  Scotland  we  received  another  missive 
from  Mr,  Munn.    A  must  attendance  for 
him  had  been  a  morning  meeting  of  some 
sort  in  Westminister  House.    Protocol  called 
for  the  wearing  of  sinped  trousers,  swallow- 
tailed  coat,  and  top  hat,    Cecil  wrote, 

"As  I  came  out  of  that  meeting  and  be- 
fore I  could  get  away,  five  American  tou- 
rists snapped  pictures  of  me." 


Sincerely, 
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Parish  church  at  Hingham,  Norfolk 


Role  of  the  rectors  of  Hingham  Church  from  its 
founding 


Tablet  above  the  stone  presented  by  people 

of  Hingham,  Massachusetts  to  people  of  Hingham 

Norfolk    ^  ;  fj 

V-^-  


Bust  of  Abraham  Lincoln  and  tablet  on 
interior  wall  of  Hingham  church 


interior 


The  Angel  Inn 

Rear  portion  built  by  Richard  Lincoln, 
ancestor  of  Abraham  Lincoln  -  eight 
times  removed 


The  Angel  Inn  now  a  property  of  the  National 
Trust  for  permanent  preservation  because  of  its 
part  with  Lincoln  story 


Parish  church  at-  Great  Yarmouth 


Parish  church  at  Great  Yarmouth 


Swanton-Morley  parish  church 
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Lincoln  bust  in  St.  Andrew's  Church 
Hingham,  Norfolk,  England. 

Dedicated  by  American  Ambassador 
John  W.  Davis  in  1919. 


Malrnesbury  Abbey 


Evidence  that  Hanks'  lived  in 
Malmesbury 
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Hingham  and 
St.  Andrew's  Church 
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